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— — The Tragedy of Othello, the Moore of Venice, 
it hath been diverse times acted at the Globe and at the Black- 
Tedgel 2 f z Majestle s Servant8 ' 1630. 4to, red morocco extra, 

This second edition of Othello is of great importance, as has been 
pointed out by Mr. Dyce, for the various valuable readings which it 
contains. 
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The Moore of Venice. 






<i4$ it bath been% diuerfe times a&ed at the 
Globe, and at the Black-Friers, by . 
hk MakHUs Semmts. - 

Written by William Shakelpeare. 
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LONDON, 

Mated by A. M, for Richard Hawkins, and aretoBefoldat 
hh fl»«?pp§ ki Chaiicery-iatic, mere Sergeants* Inne. 
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<Jhe Tragedy of Othello the fwfoore 

of Venice. 



Red. 




Enter Ugo and Roderigo 0 
Vflij Neuer tell me , I take it much vnkiodly 
That thoa who haft had my purfe, 

As ifthe ftrings were thine , fhould’ft know of this. 
But you’le not heare me. 

If eucr I did dreame of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod. Thou toldft mc.thou didft hold him in thy hate, 
lag. Dcfpife me if I doe not : three great ones of the Citty 
In pcrfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt tohim,andby the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride andpurpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre s 
Non- fu its my Mediators : for certes, ( fay es he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth.a great Arithmetician , 

One Michael Cap to, a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife. 

That neuer fet a fquadro' » in the field. 

Nor thediuifion of a Battell knowes. 

More then a Spinfter,vnlefle the bookifh Theorique, 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofe 
Asmafterly as he : meere prattle without pra&ife, 

Is all his Souldier- (hip : but he fir had the cle&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feene the proofc, 

At Rhodes, at Ciprety and on other grounds, 

Chriftn'd and Heathen, muft be be-lecd and calm'd, 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-Cafter s 
: a z 
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z ( The Tragedy of O ch ello 

He (in good time) muft his Lciutenaat be. 

And I Sir (bleffe the marke) his Moorcihips Ancient. 

Red. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hang nail* 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tisthecurfeofferuics, ? . 5 

Preferment goes by letter and afFedion, 

Not by the olde gradation* where each fecond 
Srood heire to the firft : ’ 

Nowfirbeiudgeyourfelfe, . 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am aifin’d . , 

to loue the Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow him then', ‘ 
lag. O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be matters, nor ail mailers 

Cannot be miely followed, yibu fhkll marki * r • * 

Many a dutious a id knee- crooking knaue, 

That (doting on his owne obfeejuious bondage ) 

Wear es out his time much likehiSmafters Afle, 

m _ . « ' r i f 1 rs d! r. \ ' ! v 1 3 • » * 



M 

■M 




Who crim’d >n formes an.l vSff^escfdiijyv iwimii •-!• svdi 
Keepe yet their i^cafrrs, atcen-hng^irthejnfc!tie?, : .' ! • ’■ vj &' ■ noK 
And ebrovving butdhevves of fe'rhice«n their Lp'.ds ; 1 - ■- 

Doe well thriueby ’em, • 

And whenthey haue lin’d ch-ir coates, ' 

Doe th?mfe!ues homage, . . V' s ‘ Uu ." 

Th.'fc fdloA'es iiauc fome foule,* r ! '•••» • 

And fuch aonedoe I profefl? my felfe,— --for fir* 

It is as fure as you are Roderigo, - 

Were I the Moore, 1 would not be fcgo? 1 • 

In following him* I follow but my feife. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty , but feeming fo, for my peculiar end 
r or when my outward aftfon doth dempnftrate 
The natiue a&^and figure of my heart, - 

?.a complement exteme* Cis not long after. 
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r ; .^diaiOK 
■ . 



But* 



^ / . 






„ ; 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22306) LONDON, l( 












the Moore' of V ehfee. 



3 



jit.* / o i 



But T will weare my heart vpor. my flef u&. 

For Dawes to peck® ft*;, , fsr; ztm 1 d « r \Z. 1 

I am not what i am. ^ . 

Rod. W hat a full 4pes th« F^ickkps owe, • /, . Y. : 

Ifhecancarry'tthus^i,,, (V ; J5 .j rr , v; h( , .. . -v . 

lag. Call vp her .athef, • b ■ *■ 

Rowlehim, make after him, poyfon his delight, < 

Prodaime him in the {freer, incenfe hcrKinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, , 

Plague him with flyes : ; tho thac.hjs jpy beioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out* •. ' ; ; g 

As it may loofcfome colour. c ’’ 

Rod. Herc'is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. \ ^ ' 

fagi Doe with like timerous accent* and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire. 

Is fpied in populous Cities, .... . 

Rod. What ho, Brafantio, Seignior Brabatiiiojntij 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio., 

Theeues* cheeues, theeyr s : 

liooketpyour hnufe^ypur Daughter, and your bags, 

Theeues, theeues. 

- r; ' 

• M5rabantio.r* a v?i»da'&. ' 

'Bra. Wriatis.rhereafoivofthistertiblefummpnS ? -Y \ 

What is the matter there ? ' • ; *' cfi - WTo-t' M 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Areyourdoores lockr? i 

Bra. Why Wherefore aske you this ? " ' c ’ *■ * 

fag Sir you are robd^ for f fiiame put on your’ gowrie 3 < • ’ • T: 

Your heart is burftyoujhaue loft balfe your foate; i‘i • >r - Is’ 
Huen now, very now, an old biacke Ram * 

Is tupping your white Ewe ; arife,arife, > ’ ■■■'*•. n.-.r ■ y 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 

OteifetheDiuell willmake aGrahdfire ofyoii,arife I fay, ' 

Bra. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moft rcuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice? 

Bra, Not I, what are you ? Ir: • 

hiy n&^iiRodmga. 

A 3 
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4. The Tragedy of Othello 

"Bra. The worfc welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores, 

In honed plainencffe, thou had heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes. 

Being full of Cupper and diftempertog draughty 
V pon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
To dart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir/ 

“Bra. But thou mud needs be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee, ' f v./i ,, •// 

Rod. Patience good fir 

Bra. wyiat. teU'ft thou meof robbing ? this is Venice v 
My houfe isnota graunge. 

Rod. Mod graiie Brahantio i 

Infimpleandpurefoulel comctoyou. / ' 

Jag. Sir, you are one of thofe, that will not feme God, if the 
Deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to doe youferuice, youthlnke 
wee are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to youjyoule haue Courfcrs 
for Coufen8 , and Genncts for G ermans. 

"Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

Ug. Iam one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore , arc now making theBcaft with two backs. 

"Bra. Thou art a villaine . 

Jag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou lhalt anfwere, I know thee Rodortgo. 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwere any thing : But I befcech you, 
iPt be your pleafure, and mod wife confer t , 

(As partly I find it is) that your faire daughter 
At this od euen, and dull watch oth’ night, 

Tranfported with no worfc ndr better guard 
But withaknaueof common hire, a Gutidelier , 

To the groffe clafpes of a lafciuious Moore : 

If this be knowne to you and y our allowance. 

Wee then haue doneyou bold and fawcy wrongs ? 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke *. Do not beleeue 



the Moore of Venice. 

wtorttJ? (ifyou haue not gn.cn her leaue, 

Uav againc) hath made agraffe rcnolt, 

Tvfngher duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

Ttf arfextrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

’ofhere.anJ S,ery where : Srra.ght famfie your felfe, 

3f {he be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the Iudice of the date. 

For thus deluding you. 

'Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike ray dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already : • .6 

Light I fay, light. 

Jag, Farewell, for I mud leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place, 

To be produc'd (as if I day I (hall,) 

Againd the Moore, for I doe know the date, 

(How euer this may gaule him with feme checke) 

Cannot withfafety cad him, for bee’s imbark d, 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now dands in a&) that for their foulcs. 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufineffe. in which regard, 

Tho 1 doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I mud (hew out a flag, and figne of lone. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find nun 
Lead to the Sagitcary the raifed fcarch. 

And there will fbe With him. So farewell. 

Extt • 

Enter Brabantio *n bunightgpmt, and fer Hants 
with Torches.- 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone {he is, l 
And what’s to come of my defpifed tindfe. 

Is nought but bitterneffe now Roderigo t 
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The T ragcdy of Othello 



Where didft thou fee her ? O vn'iappy girle ! < 

With the Moore drift chpa?. Who would be a.father ? 

Ho5v didfi thou know r was fh&f. (Q fhe deceiues me 
P-iii t nought,) what laid (he ro you ? get more tapers, 

Kadeall my kindred, are they married thinke you ? 

■Rod. Trudy I thinke they are. 

Bra. O hcauen,how got ffic out ? O treafon of the bloodj 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters mindes, 

By what youfee them aft : is, there not charmes. 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus’d ? haue you not read Rode mo, 

Offomefuch thing. 

Rod. Yes fir, I haue indeed- ' ,n 1. 

Bra. Call vp my Brother ; O would you had had her, 

Some one way, Tome another ; doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. I thinke I can difeouer him, if you plcafe 
To getgood guard, and goe along with mee. 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery houfe lie 
I may command at moft : get. weapons 
And raife forne fpeciall Officers of might ; 

On good Roderigo, lie deferue your payoes, 

j . /tid; ro'l-facit r . 1 >[. , ti . 

Enter Othello, Iago, and^.terJmtsw.kh T orthos 
lag* Tho in the trade of warre, l haueflaine men, 

Y et doe I hold it very ftoffe o'th confcicnce, 

Todoenoccntriu’d murther; I lache iniquity 
Sometimes to doc me feruic^MdGftoc ten times, 

I had rheught. to haue /ei k^ hiii^ h^f , 

Voder the ribbes. . 

<3% ^%bfictcr as iris, .IiUW3i^o^.fcidri;iV; ccfli: . 

lag. Nay^ibucffie prated. 

Ana (pqXeffi^icuruy and prQU0hit!g.te$rfaes. 1 n y tjd ± ^ 

Againft your Honor, that with I naiie, 

I did fijIfhaEdforbearc him : but I pray fir, 

Arc you^si^mied ? For be.Uife-ot this, 

Thacthe 1 :/piiC(.vis mtichbdkiM#, ... 

Anijiata in.-few^to,a voyqepst^wjall# r. .q.-n • >)iid m ♦•••••’ V.v 
T" ^ ' J '-' "As' 



the vTAToore of Venice. 



As double aathe Dukes, he will dinorce you, 

6r put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inferce it on,) 

Week giue him cable. 

Oth. Let him doehisfpite, 

My feruices which I haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints, tis yet to know, 1 >*? 

Which when 1 know that boafting is an honour, 

I lhall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneted as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know lago. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdetnonx, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 
For the feas worth. Enter CaffiO 'frith lights, Officers 

But looke what lights come yonder? and torches. 

lag. Thefc are the raifed Father and his friends, 
Youweiebcftgoin. 

Oth. Not I, I muftbefound. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfeft foule, 

Shall manifefl my right by : is it they ? 

lag. By latitu [ thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants oftheDukc,andmy Leiatenant? 

The goodneffe of the night Vpon you (friends,) 

What is the newes ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-haft appearance, 
Euenonthcinftanc. 



. j *** win w tj/rcjj 1 rn<iy oi 

It is a bufineffe offome heate, the Galley cs 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meflengers 
This very night one at anochers heeles : 

Andmany of the Confuls rais’d, and met 

Are at the Dukes already jyou haae bin hotly cald for 

When being not atyour lodging to be found. 

The Senate fent aboue three feuerall quefts 

B 







g 7 " he Tragedy of Othello 

To (catch you out. , . 

Otb Tis well I am found by you, * t . 

I will but (p nd a word here in the houfe, and goe with yoir. 

C*r. Auncitnt, what makes he here? . 

la Faith he to night, hath boorded a land Carnad, 

If it prooue lawfull prize, hee’s made for euer. 
fif 1 doe not vnderftand. 
ja Hec’s married, 

Caf. To whom. 






, jiil \mH fi 



Enter Brabantio. Roderigo, and others with light* 
and Vretpons • 

74. Marry to— Come Captaine, twill you goe ? 

Oth. Ha’with you. , v> r , c •„ 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 
la. It is Srabantto, Generali be aduude. 

He corner to bad intenc. 

Oth, Ho la, ftaod there* 

Rod. Seignior, 'it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. ; 0 

H- Yo. V • 
Oth K^p' vpyourbrlghttworosnqvc_ 

Good Seignior you (ball more command ph,jeata ;A ,, • j 

Then with your weapons. , „ JL* daughter?. 

•Bra. O Chou foule theefe, where;!?. J t ,Ou 00 JtW my J& 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchantedFiet, r i 

For lie referre me to alj things of {?$<[>, 

(If Hie in chaines of maeick were, pot bound) 

Whether a maide (o tender, faire, andhappys 
So oppofite to marriage, that flie ftgnd - 
The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, 

Would euer haue (to inc'urre a general moefce; 

Runnc from her gardage to the footy bofome . 

Of fuch a thing as thou ? cofeare, not to delight . 

Iudge me the world, if t’is no' gtoffe in ^ e » 

That thou haft pra&ifd on her with foule charmes, , 

Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
That weakens motion rjle haue’c dif puted on s 
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the cJMoore o/V cnice. 

As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inforce it on,) 

Weele giue him cable. 

Oth. Let him doc his fpice. 

My feruices which I haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out- tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 

I (hall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From men of royall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonne ted as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know I ago. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and cotifine 

For the feas worth. Enter Caffio With lights, Officers, 

But looke what lights come yonder? and torches . 

lag. Thefe are the raifed Father and his friends. 

You werebeftgoin. 

Oth. Not 1, 1 muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, andmy perfed foule, 

Shall manifeft my righc by : is it they ? 

Jag. By Janus I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruantsoftheDuke,andmy Leiatenant ? 

The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends,) 

What is thenewes? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-haft appearance, 

Euen on theinftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you? 

Caf. Something from Cipres , as I may diuine. 

It is a bufineffe of fome heate, the Galley es 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meflengers 
This very night one atanothers heeles : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met. 

Are at the Dukes already j you haae bin hotly cald For 
when being not at your lodging to be found, 
f<ie Senate fent aboue three feuerall quefts 

B 
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t> The TTrmdy of Othello 

•_ fo fcarch you out. 

1 °. Oth. Tis well I am found by. you, 

C wxl; but !p nd a word here in the houfe, and goe with you. 

Caf Auneunt, wha r makes he Here? 

1 a Faith he to night, hath boorded a land Carriaft, 

.If ir prooue lawful' prize., hec’s made for euer. 

Qaf 1 doe not vnderftand. 

Ja Hec's married, r _ „ 

Caf. To whom. * *-• 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and other s with lights 

and Weapons. 

Ia. Marry to— Come Captains, will you goe? 

Oth. Ha'with you. 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you, 
la,. Tt is Brabantto, Generali be aduifde, 
e comcs.tobad intent. • 

Oth, Holla, (land there. j . , - ■ „ % ,'j 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

lag,. You Roderigo, come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keepe vp y our bright.fw.ords, for foe. dew will ruft cm, 
Good Seignior you {ball more command withy cares 
SfIThcn with your weapons. • 

1 Bra. O thou foulc tueefe, Where haft thou ftc wed my daughter ?. 

Dambd as theu art, thou haft inchatuediier, 
r^For lie referre me to all things of fenfe, 

- (If (lie in chaines of magick were not bound) 

0 Whether a maide fo tender, fairc, and happy, 

^ So oppofite to marriage, that fhc fhund 

“1 The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, 

Wouldeuer haue (to ineurre a general mockej 
^ Runne from her gj.rdage to the footy bofonie 
1 ! Qffuchathingasthou? to fearc, not to delight s 
^ Iudge me the world, if t’is no: groffc in fenfe, 

1 That thou haft pra&ifd on her with foulc charmes, 

Abafd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals? . ...;• 

That weakens motion ; Ile.hguc’t difpiuei on 5 

Tis- 
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the TKToore of V enice 

Tis portable and palpable to thinking ; 

1 therefore apprehend and doe attach thee, 

For an abufer of the world, apraftifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant * 

Lay hold vpon him; if he doe refill:. 

Subdue himathisperill. 

Oth. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft : 

Were it my cue to fight, f ihould haue known it, 
Without a prompter, where willyou that I goe. 

To anfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon.till fic time 
Of Law, and courfc of direft Seflion 
Call thee to anfwer, . , ; * 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be thet ewirh fatisfied, 

Whofe Meffengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon feme prelent bulindfe of the State, 

To beare me to him. _ . 

Officer. Tistrue mbft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Counccll, and your noble felfe, 

I amfure isfentfor. 

Bra. How ? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the night ? bring him away ; 

Mine’s notan idle caufc: the Duke himfclfe, 

Or any of my Brothers Ofthe State, 

Cannot but fcele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fach aSions, may haue paflage free, 
Bondflaucs.and Pagans fhal our Stacefmen be. Exeunt 

Enter Duke and Senators, jet at a E able, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no compoficioa in thefe ne wes. 

That giues them credit. 

1 Sena. Indeed they are difproportioned. 

My letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Gallies, 

Du. and mine an hundred and forty* 
z Sett. And mine two hundred.* 
f Ba 



ms; 
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kv The Tragedy o f Othello 

Eut though they iumpe not on aiuft account, 

(As inthefe cafes, where they ay me. reports, 

Tis oft with difference,; yet doe they all confirme 
A Turktjh fl et, and bearing vp to Cijfftj. 

Du Nay, ieispoflibleenoughtoiudgement : 

I doe not fo fecurc me to the error, '• 

But the mayne Article I doe approue 
In ft arefull fenfe Enter a t&feffenger: 

One within. What ho, what ho, what hp ? 

Officer. A tneffehgcr from the Galley s, 

Du. Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sutler. The Turkifh preparation makes for Rohdes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Signior Angelo, 
Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena. This cannot be by no affay of reafon— - 
Tis a Pageant, 

To keepc vs infalfegazc t when we coufider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the T urkf : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand. 

That as it more concernes the Turk/ then Rhodft, 

So may he with more facile queftion beare it. 

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks th’ abilities 

That Rhodes is dreft in : i f w c make thou gh t of this. 

We muft not thinke the Turki is fo vnskilfuil. 

To leaue that lateft which oncernes him fitft* 
Neglefting an attempt of eafe and gaine. 

To wake and wage a danger proficlcfle. 

Du, Nay, in ail confidence hee’snot for R hodes. 
Officer. Here is more newes. Enter ai.Meffenger. 
Mef. The Ottomites , reuetend andgratious. 

Steering with due courfe, toward the Ifle ot Rhodes , 
Haue there inioyntedchem with an after fleete, 
i Sena. I, fo I thought, how many, as you gueffe. 
tfMefl Of 3 o. fails, and now they doe refterne 
Their backward courfe,bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpofcstowarcs Cyprus : Seignior tJ^ftitano, 
Your trufty and moft valiant feruitor. 
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With hufrteduty recommends you thus. 

And orav^s you to bclceue hicn. 

Du Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 

(jMarcue Luccicos is not he in townc ? 
iWs now in Florence. 



« C 



Enter Brabant fo, Othello, Roderigo,Iago, Catfio, 
Defdcmona, and Officers , 

i Sena. Here comes Brahantio and the valiant Moore. 

Z)n. Valiant Othello, we muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the gencrall enemy O ttoman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

Hr a. So did I yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed.not doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, for my particular griefe. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts and (wallows ocher forrowes. 

And it is ftill it felfe. 

Du. Why, whats the matter ? 

‘ Era . My daughter, O my daughter. 

jiR. Dead? 

Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanckes, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her felfe. 

And you of her, the bloody boofee of Law* 

Y ou (hall your felfe, read m the bitter letter. 

After itsowne fenfe, yeatho our proper fonne 
Stood in your a&ion. 

Bra, Humbly I thanke your Grace 5 

S3 . . 





?iM*a ini 




1 2 The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpcciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very forry fer'c, 

Du, What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 

*Br4. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Mo ft potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 

My my noble and approou’d good Matters j - 
That I haue tane away this old mans daughter, .h 
It is moft true : true, 1 haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude 1 am in my (peach. 

And little bleft with the fetphrafe of peace, 

For fioce thefe armcsof mine hadfeuen yeares pith, 

Till now feme nine Moones wafted, they h aue vs’d 
Their deareft j ft ion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can l fpeake, 

M jre then pertames to fcates of broyles,and battaile. 

And therefore little fhall I grac<-’ ;ro,ycaure, , 

Infpeaking for my felfe ; yet by your gracious patience, 

I would a round vnrauifli’d tale dcliuer, n 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes. 
What coniuration, and what mighty Mag’cke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall :) 

I wonne his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold. 

Of fpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
B uiht at her felfe s and (he in fpight of natwe, 

Ofyearcs,of Countrcy, credit, eucry thing. 

To fall in loue with what flic fear’d to.lQO.ke ops - - . 

Icisa iu (gement maimd, and rtioft imperfeft, . ;;rb?i 
That will confeifc-, perfeftion fo would ene 
Againft all rules of Nature., and muft bedriuen 
To find out praftifes of cunning hell. 

Why this (houldbe, l therefore vouch againe. 

That with fome mxtures power, full ore the blood, 

Or with fome dranaconiur'd to this effeft, 

He wrought vpon her. 
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T)u. To vouch this is noproofe, 
without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods. 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre agamft him. 

1 Sena. But Othello fpeake 
Did you by indited and forced courfes, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affeftions ? 

Or came it by requeft, and fuch fairs queftion, 

Asfoule to foule affcffdech ? 

Oth. I doe befeechy.ou. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Fatner 5 
Ifvou doe finde me fettle in her report. 

The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you, 

Not onely takeaway, bat let your fentencc 

EU Sf U F V e^ch D'efftvma hither. Exeunt m or thre ft 

Oth . Ancient conduft them, you belt know the place 5 
And till (he come, as trucly as to heauen 
I doe confcffe the vices of my bloud. 



And (he in mine. 

Da. Say it Ot hells. ... 

Oth. Her father loued me* oft minted me. 

Still queftioned me the ftory of my life. 

From yeare to yeare,the battailcs,fciges, fortunes - 
That I haue paft : 

I ran it through, euen from my boyilh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it s 
Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accidents, by flood and field j 
Ofhaire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the infolent foe. 

And fold to flaucry i of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauells hiftorie ; 

Wherein of Antars vail, and Defarts idle. 

Rough quaries, rockes and hils, whole heads touch heauen, 



The Tragedy o/'Othello 

1 t was ray hint to fpeake, fuch was my proceffe : 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The ssfnthropophagie, and men whofe heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders : thefe to heare, 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 
Which euer as (he could with haft difpatch, 

Shec’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difcourfe ; which I obfetuing, 

Tooke onee a ply ant houre, and found good tneanes 
To draw from her a prayer ofearneft heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcclls (he had fomething heard, 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When Ididfpeakeoffomediftresfull ftroake 
That my youth fuffered : my ftory being done ; 

She gaue me for my paines a world of fighes; 

She fwore Ifaithtwas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange ; 
Twas pittifull, twaswonderouspittifull ; 

She wilht (he had not heard it, yet (he wilht 

That heauen bad made her fuch a man : (he thanked tne. 

And bad me if 1 had a Friend that loutd her, 

I (houlJ but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her. Vpon this htate 1 fpake : 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And I lou’d her that (he didpitty them. 

Thisondy is the witthcraftl haue vs’d : 

Here comes the Lady, 

Lecher wientfle it. 

Enter Defdemona, I ago, and the reft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would win my daughterto j — 
Good ‘Brabantio, take vp this mangled matter at the beft, 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe. 

Then their bare hands* 

"Bra, I pray y.ou heare her fpeake. 

If (he confeifc that (he was haltc the wooer, 



the SMoore of V cnicc. 

i 



How toTeFpcS you, you are the Lordof duty, 

T am hitherto your daughter, But hecre’s my husband : 
And fo much duty as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father* 

So much I challenge, that I may profciTe, 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

"Bra, Godbu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it ; 

Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (Icwcll,) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childe. 

For thy cfcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on era, I haue done my Lord. 

Dm. Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay a fentence 
Which as a greeu or ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended. 

By feeing the word, which lace on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone. 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on : 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d chat (mile s, fteales fomething from the thiefe. 
He robs himfclfe.that fpends a booteleffe griefe. 

"Bra, So let the T urke, of Cyprus v8 beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fentence well that nothing beares, 

C 



neftruaion light on me, ifmy bad blame 

Piehton the man. Come h.ther gentle mifl 
Doe you perceiue in all this noble company 

Where moft you owe obedience? 

Dtf. My noble father, 

I doc perceiue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education ; 
wAif, -n,l education both doe learne me 





1 6. T. he Tr/feJj of Oth ello' 

But rhe free comfort, which from thence he heares ad;/ ; noi j.mf; ,q- 
But he bcares both the fentence and the forrow, ;‘r- ’- f c Jt ; / j 
That to pay grief?, muftof poore patieacc borrow., .cinq uo y or 
Thwfe fenrentes rofugar, or to gall* or;., -ado ; o »ov ibuj >n 7 
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B ing ftrong on bo“h fides,are equiuocall ; 

But words are words, I neuer yet didheare, /• ot; uri; uborx; '.oh I 
That the bruis’d h art was pierced through the eare. -[ j n 4 ( ,. f {j .. 
Befeech you now, to the affaires of the (late. 

Du. The T urke with mo ft mighty preparation-makes for Cyprw f 
Othello, the fortitude of the place,is beff kuowne to.you,aqd thowe 
haue there a Subitirure of moft allowed fuffieiency y ct opinion, a fp. 
utraigne miftrt fle of eff.£ts,throwes a more fafe-r voy ceon V0U( you 
mult rhereforebe conrent to (lubber the glofle of your new fortunes, 
with this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant cuftome,rroftgraue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and ftetle Cooch of warre. 

My thrice-driuenbedofdowrnet Idpeagnizp 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, . ‘ ;oo 

I find in ha dnefle,and dosvpderrake ,, - ; ... ; 3 

This prefent wane sgainibj-b?.Orrfl*»*>« »* ; . r 
Mult humbly therefore-, bending tqypur State 4 ; 



1 wife. 
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I crane fit difpofirion for my 
Due reference ot place and exhibition,- . 

With Puch accomodation and before, , 0 
As Icuels with her breeding. :v .. jmQHHI 

Du. If you pleafe, bee’t at her fathers. 

"Bra. He not haue it fo., 

Oth . Nor l. jLobno 313 rmps ?rb,il£o ois z 

Def. Nor 1 , 1 would- i|Of t%e rejipfo h : ,, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, r . . x, 

By being in his eye : maffgraciousDuke,, (;1 . 
To my vnfoldinglend a gracious eare. 

And let me find a charter in your voy ce, 

T’afsift my fimpleoeffe. — 

Da Wh«t would \ ou Dtfdcmom ? 

Dtf. That 1 did loue the Moore to liue ^ith Him, 

My downe right uiolence.and ftorme of Fortunes, - 0 
May trumpet to the world ; my hearts fubdued 8 
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the <£M:oore of Venice. 

Juen to the very qualitie ofmy Lord : 
jfaw OthcRocs vilage in his minde, 

And to his Honors,and his vaiianr parts 
Pld I my fouleand fortunes confecrate. 

So that deare Lords, if I be left behindc, 

A Moth of peace, and ie goe ro ti e warre. 

The rites for which l loue bim,are bereft me. 

And I a heauy inrerim (ball fiupport. 

By bis deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

Oth. Y our voy ces Lords : b. fetch youjet her will , 
Haue a free way : 

Vouch with me hcauen, I there fore beg it not 

To pleaf. the palar of ny appetite, , ,1 

Nor tocomply with heate, the youogaffc&s 

In rny defunct, and proper fatisfa^ion, ; ’ , . '/ r 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind, 

And heauen defend your good fooles, that you thinke 
I wi'l your ferious and good bufinefle fcflnr. 

For (he is wirh me ; — no, when light wingd royes, 
And feather’d C upid foylcs with wanroa culncffe. 

My fptculariue and a&iue ipllrumcnts, 

Thatmydifports corrupt and taint my’bufintffe. 

Let hufwiues make a skelU t ofmy Hclme, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it,as you (hall priuately derermine, 

Ey ther for her ftay or gpingythe affaire try es ha ft. 

And (peed muft .in wcce,you mult hence to night. 

Def To night uiy Lord? 

Du. This nig.ic. Oth. With all my heart. 
r> in ^ ninc corning here weel meet againe. 

V . h !'} 0 ' ,e3ue fome officer b: hind, 

W' ur ? ur ^' O(n npiffion bring to you, 

ithfuch things elfe of quality and rcipcft, 

As doth import you. 

Oth, PleafeyourGrace, my Ancient', 

. nan he is of honefty and truft, 

0 Ms conveyance I alsigne my wife. 
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With what elfe needefull your good Grace (hall thfake, 
Tobefentafter me. 

Dm. Let it be fo: 2 . 

Good night to euery one, andnobie seignior, 

It' vertut no delighted beauty lackey 
Your 'on in law is farre more faire then blacke. 

I Sett A. Adieu braue Moore, Vfe Defdemona well. 

Bra. Looke to her Moore,it thou haft eyes to lee, 

She has d ceiud’d her father, and may thee. 

Oth. My life vponhdr faith. Honeft/^«, 

My Defdemona mutt I Icaue to thee, 

I prethec let thy wife afrendon her, 

And brine* Her after in the beft aduahtage ; 

Come Defdemona, I haue but an houre 
Of toue, of worldly matters anddiredion. 

To foe nd with thee, we mu ft obey the trmfc . 

Rod. laqo. Exit Mbore and Defdemona. 

Jag. Whatfaift thounobl? heart? 

Rod. W hat will I do; thtokft thou ? 
fir. Why go; to bed atiHfleepfc, 

Red. I will incontinently drOWhemy felfe. . 

lag. Well, if thou dbc ft, l (hall neuer louethee after tt, 

Why thou filly Gentleman. . _ • 

Rod. It is lillineffe to liue.when to hue is a torment, and tilth W 
Hine a nrefcription.to dye when deathis oUrPhyirtert. 
h Ug. O viLoofc I to look’d month. world for foUretr^fe- 
uenyeares, ard finer 1 couldaiftlhgii.(hbeW«nea WMndi 
iniurv l neuer found a naati thar knew howtoloue himfdfe^. ere I 

wouldVay I would drowncm.y felfe, for the lone of aGinhy Hen, I 

our bodta are gard5»,tb the which our ^« ^dm e«, M* 
if we will plant Nettles, or fow 

fuDply it with one gender of heatbes, dr diftrad tt With _ J . 
ther ? to haue it fterrill with idleneffe, or manur’d With induftry , w y 
the power 3 aud corrigible authority of tins, lies in our wills, Ifjjj* 



the Moore of Venice. IP 

... a0ce of our Hues had not one fcale of reafon, W poife another o 
r nfuality- the blood and bafeneffc of our natures, would conduft 
f rh moft prepofterous conclnfions. But wee haue reafon to coo* e 
outraging Sons, cur carnall fting, our vr.bitted lulls , whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a feft, or fyen. 

u isnieercly a luft of the blood, and a perroiffion of the will i 
Come be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne C ats and blinde * p- 
S” IprofdTe me thy friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy defer- 
uir/T with cables of perdurable toughnefle; I could n-ucr better 
fteedethee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefewarres, 
defeatethy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay pat money in thy 
porfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona fliould long continue her loue 
vntothe Moore,— put money in thy purfe— nor he his to her ; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou (halt fee an anfwerablc fe- 
queftration s put but money in thy purfe.— Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills; — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as lufhious as Locufts,ftiall be to him fhorrty as bitter as 
Coloquintida : She muft change for youth > when fhee is fared with 
hisbody, (bee will finde the error of her choree ; (h:e muft haue 
change, (he mutt. Therefore put money in thy purfe : If thou wile 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning i 
make all the money thou canft. If fan6tmony, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fiipcr-fubtle V enetia<,\>e not too h3rd 
for my w its, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her ; therefoie 
make money, — a pox a drowning, tis cieane out of the way ; feeke 
thou rather to be bang’d in compafsing thy ioy, then to be drowned, 
and goe wii hout her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if I depend on the ilfiie ? 

Jag. Thou art fure of me — goe, make money — I haue told thee 
often, and I tell thee againe, andagaine, I hate the Moore, my caufe 
is hearted, thine has no Idle reafon, let vs be coniunftiuc in our re- 
uenge againft him s If thou canft cuckold him, thou doeft thy felfe a 
pleafure,mea fport. There are many euents in the wombe of Time, 
which will be deliuered. Trauerfe, goe, prouide thy money ,wc will 
haue more of this to morrow, adieu. 

Rod, Where (hill we meet i’ch morning ?■ 
i«g> At my lodging, 

C 3; . Rt&t 
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Rod. He be with thee betimes. 

Ae Go to, fire well.' — doe you heare Roderigol 
Rod. What fay you? 

!■*% No ui ore cf d'O.vniigjdoe you heare ? 

Rod. la n cn mg’ J, l Ic goe fell ail my land. 

Exit Rodergo. 

I*g. Thus doe I euer m ike my foole mv purfe t 
For t mineo*nc gain* 11 knowledge fhould prophaoe 
If l would time expend with fuch a foipe, 

Bur for my fport and profit: 1 hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that twixt m/ Iheetes 
Ha’s done my office ; I know nor,if’c be true—' 

Yet l . for m: ere fufpicion in that kind, 

W illdoc.a'- if f r furety s he holds me well, 

The be f ter fhall my purpofe worhe on him. 

Ca/sio's a proper man, let me fee now, 
ges this p! *ce,andco plu ne vp my will, 

A double knauery — how,how, — let me fee. 

After fome time, to abuL Qthdioe's eare, * 

That he is too fa h.iljar with his wife ; 

He has a perfon r?n J a (mooch difpofe. 

To be fu r p fi;ed, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Mooi, is of a free and open nature, 

That 'think? s men honeft s that but feymes to be (oi 
And will a $ tenderly be led bith’ nofe — as Affes are : 

3 ha’t, it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Mull bring chismonflrous birch to che worlds light. 




[5 

Jl .oh 

3 OJflV 

*rv t iz'u 



t 



Exit * 



A El in 2 . Scama 1. 

• ' ~-T ’ 1 ■ i V*U/» l.'O 1 , r 1 ‘ \ 

Enter Mont.inio, G otternor (^Cyprus, with 
tVae other Gentlemen. 

M ontanio. 

*\ rXTHat from the Cape can you difcerneat Sea ? 

V V 1 Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood, 
I canno. ewixt the he2uenahd the may ne 
Dday a faile. 



Man. 



the Moore of Venice. 

e Mon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 
A fuller blaftnert fliooka our battlements : 

If it ha t uffi md fo vpon the fea, 

W hat ribbes of Oake, when rrountaine melt on them. 
Can hold the monies, — What lhall we heare of this? 

a Gent. A fegregation of the Turkjjh fleece : 

For doe but (land vpon the foaming {hore. 

The chiding bi'lowes feemes to pelt che cloudes. 

The wind fha ’d furge.with high andmooftrous mayne,. 
Seeroes to caft water on the bar. ing Beare, 

And quench the guards of thleuer bred pole, 

I ncuer did like tnoleftation view. 

On the enchafed flood. 

t Mon. If chatthe Fleete 

Be not inffieiferd and embayed, they are drown’d. 

It is itnpofsible to beare it our. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. Newes Lads, your warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 

That their defigment halts i 
A Noble ffiippc of Twice, 

Hath feene a grieuous wracke and fuffe ranee 
On moft part of their Fleete. ■* 

Mon. How, is this true? 

3 Q ea 1 he fliippe is here put in : 

A Veronefia, Michael C*fsie, \i . 

Leiutenant to che warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come a fliore : the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Commifsion here for Cyprus. 

Mm. lam gladon’t, tis a worthy Gouernour. " 

Mon. Pray heauen he be s 

so the fea fide, no* : 
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A$ well to (ee the veflell thats come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for braue O thell*, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayrc all blue, 

An indifiindt regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let's doe fo, ' 

For euery minute is expectancy 

Of more arriuance. Enter Caffio. 

Caf Thankes to the valiant of this Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauefis 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loll him on a dangerous fea. 

CM on. Is he well (hipt ? 

Caf His Barke is ftoucly timberd.and his Pilote 
Of very expert and a pprou’d allowance, 

Therefore my hope’s (not furfetted to death,) 

Stand in bold cure 8 nttr a CMeffenger . 

Mef. A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. Whatnoyfe? 

Mef. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea. 
Stands ranckes of people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf My hopes doe fhape him for the gonernement. 
a Gen . They doe difeharge the fliot of courtefie, 
Our friend at lead'. -A J hot . 

(faf. I pray you fir goe forth 
And giue vs truth, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. 1 (hall. Exiti 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d? 
Caf. Mod fortunately, he hath atchuu’d a maide. 
That parragons defer iption, and wild fame ; 

One that txcells thequirkesofblafoning pens ; 

And in rhe clL ntiall v-ilurc of creation, 

Does beare an excellency now, who has put in? 

Enter 2 Gentleman . 

2 G ent. Tis one lag*, Ancient to the Generali ; 

He has hsd mod fauourable and happy fpeedc, 

T empefts themfclues, high feas,and holding winds, 
The gut rcr d rockes, and congregated fands. 

Traitors enfteep’d, to clog the guiltlefle Keelc, 
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As hauing fenfc of beauty, doomit 
Th ir common natures, letting goe Lately by 
The diuinc Defdemona . 

ji on. What is (he? . 

Caf. She that I fpake of, our great Captamcs Captame, 
teft in the condu& of the bold Iago t 
Whofe footing hcere anticipates our thoughts 
A fenni b hcs fpeede— great lorn Othello guard. 

And fwell his fail® with thine owne powcrtull breath. 

That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall Ihippe, 

Andfwiftly come to Defdemona t armes. 

Enter Defdemona, lago, Emilia, and Roderigo. 

Giue renewd fire. 

To our cxtin&ed f pirirs : 

And bring all Cyprm comfort,— O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come on (hore. 

Yc men of Cyprtu, let her h3ue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady s and the grace of heauen, 

B fore,behinde thec.and on euery hand, 

Enwhcele thee round. 

Def. I thanke you valiant faftio : 

What tidiigs can you tell me of my Lord? 

C*f He is not yet arriued,nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be diortly heere. 

Def O but 1 feare t — how loft you company? 

[within ] A faile , a faile . 

Caf The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted our fellow fhip : but harke, a faile. 

2 Gent. They giue their greeting to the Citadeli, 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf Sec for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you arc welcome, welcome Mifirefie, 

Let ft not gall your patience, good I go. 

That I ex r cnd my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold fh.w of courtefie. 

lag. Sir, would lhe giue you fo much of her lipt, 

As of her tongue flic has bellowed on me, 

D 
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You’d baue enough. 

Def Alas ! flie has no fpeach. 

Jag . Infaith too much : 

I find it ftill,for when I ha leaue to fleepe, 

Mary, before your Ladifliip I grant, t 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on, come on,y ou are Pictures out of dores ; 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins : 

Saihts in your iniuries : Diuells being offended t 
Players in your houfewifery; and houfewiues in your beds, 
j Def. O fie vpon thee flanderer. 

Jag. Nay, it is true,or elfe I am a T urke. 

You rife to play, and goe to bed to worke» 

Em. You fhal! not write my praife. 

Jag. No, let me not. 

DeJ. What wouldft thou write ofmc. 

If thou (houldft praife me ? 

fag. O gentle Lady , doe not put me to’t, 

For 1 am nothing, if not crit icall. 

Def. Come on,afiay — there’s one gon to the Harbor? 
Jag. I Madam. 

Def. I am not merry, but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by feeming otherwife : 

Come, how wouldft thoa praife me ? 

fag. I am about it, but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze. 

It plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus fhe is cleliuered s. 

If fie be fair e and Wife,fiireneffe and frit ; 

The one's for vfe, the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well prais’d i how if ihe be black and witty ?. 

Iae, If fie be blacks, and thereto haue a wit, 

Sbee’lfinde a white, that fiaH herblackgejfefit. 

Def. Worfe and worfe. 

Em. How if fairc and foolilh ? 

lag. She timer yet wasfoolifi, that was faire s 
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v 0 r eutn her folly helpt her to an Heire. 

Def. Thefe are old paradoxes, to make fooles laugh i*th Alehouie? 
Whac miferable praife haft thou for her, 

That’s foule and fooli fh ? 

lag. There's none Jo foule, and feolifi thereunto, 

But does fottleprankes, which fairc and wife ones doe. 

Def. O heauy ignorance, that praifes the worft beft : but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a d.feruing woman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 
malice it fel fe ? 

lag. She that Peas euerfaire, and neuer proud s 
Had tongue at Will, and yet was neuer Uwd, 

Neuer lackt gold , and yet went neuer gay. 

Fled from her wifi, and yet Jaid, nsW I may : 

She that being angred, her reuengt being nigh 
Tad her wrong flay, and her difpleafire flye j 
She that in wifedome, neuer Was fofraile, 

T 0 change the Cod fiend for the Salmons taile : 

She that could thinks, and nere difclofe her minds. 

See Suters following, and not looke behiade ; 

She was a Wight, ( if cuer fuch Wight Were,) 

Def. To doe what ? 

lag To fickle fooles, and chronicle J mall Beere. 

Def. O molt lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emillia, tho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio, is he not a moft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 

Caf. He Ipeakes home Madam you may rdlifli him 
More in the Souldicr then in the Scholler. 

Jag. He takes her by the palme ; I well fed, whifper; with as 
httlc a webbe as this, will I enfnare as greata Flie as Cafsio. I /mile 
vpon her, doe : I will catch you in your own courtfhip : you fay true, 
tu fo indeed. If fuch trickes as thefe ftrip you out of your Leiute- 
nantry, it had been better you had not rift your three fingers fo oft. 

:™^ agam '- y0U are moft a P c ro P la y the fr if * very good' 

* ,' ft,and e * ce |] cnt courtefie * tis fo indeed : yet againe.your fin- 
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1 6 The Tragedy of Oth ello 

Enter Othello, and Attendants, 

C*f Tistruelyfo 

Def. Lets meet him, and receiue him. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth. Omyfaire Warriour. 

‘Def. My deare Othello, 

Oth. It giaes me wonder,great as my content, 

To fee you here before me s 0 my foules ioy. 

If af-er eucry temped, come fuch calmencfle. 

May the winds blow, till they haue wakened death; 
And let the labouring Barke clime hilles of feas, 
Olympus high,and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from heauen; If it were now to dye, 
T’were now to be moft happy ,for I fearc 
My foule hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def, The heauens forbid. 

But that our loues and comforts (hould increafe, 
Euen as our day es doe £row. 

Oth. Amen to that, fweet Powers: 

I cannot fpcake enough of this content. 

It flops me here, it is too much of ioy : 

A nd this, arid this»the greateft difcord.be, kljp. 
That ere our hearts (hall make. 

lug. C), you are well tun’d now. 

But Ilefetdownethe pegs, that makes this mufique., 
As honeft as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caftle : 

Newesfricnd>, our. wars are done,the Turhs are dre 
How dos my old acquaintance of this lfle ? 

Honny, youftiallbewelldefir'din Cyprus; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fweet: 
I prattle out offafhion,and I dote. 

In mine owne coo forts : Jpretheegood I Ago, 

Goe to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers ; 
Bringthou the Matter to the Cicadell : 

He is. a good one, and his worthinefle. 
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Do«< challen 3 e m »chrerp 5 a, come 

p“fn.K' at Che Harbour! come b,,bcr, 

if bwft valiant, (a. they fay, bafe men being 
1 do Kilitv in their natures, more then is natiueto them,)— lift 
tlK Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard : firftlwill 
tell thee this, Defdemona is diredly in loue with him. 

r „j with him ? why tis not poflible. , , , 

j' Lay thy finger thus, and let thy.foule be lriffti ufted .♦ marke 

me with what violence Ihe fir ftlou’d the Moore, kutforbragg g, 

and telling her fantafticall lies ; and will foe loue h'^fttU forpra- 
tL? let not the difereet heart thinke it. H« eye matt be t f cd >.^j 
what delight {hall (he bauetolooke on the Diueil? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft of fport, there {hould be a game to 

it and giue faciety a frefh appaice. LoueUnesinfauour,.yrinpathy 
in yeares, manners, and beauties; all which the Moore is dcfc ft tue 
in 5 now for want of thefe requir'd conucntences, her delicate tern 
dernefle will find it felfc abus’d, beginne to beaus the gorge, dilreliin 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will inllruft her to it, and cotn- 
pell her to fame fecond choy ce : x ow fir , this granted, as it is melt 
pregnant and vnforced polition, whoftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio docs ? a knaue very voluble, nofarder 
confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme ofciuill and ,111- 
mane Teeming, for the better compafsing of his fait and moft hidden 
loofeaff ftionss Aftlbtle ftippery knaue, a finderouc ofoccafions ; 
that has an eye, can ftampe and counterfeit aduantages, tho true 
aduantuge neuer prefent it fdfe. Beiides, the knaue is handfome, 
yong, and hath all tliofe requifitts in him that folly and green mindes 
Jookc after j a petti lent compieac Kmue, and the woman has found 
Mm already. 

Red , I cannot beleeue that in her, foee’s full of moft. bleft con- 
dition. 

Jag. Bleft figs end : the wine {he drinkes is made of grapes : if 
fhe had been bleft, {he would neuer haue lou'dthe Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? did’ft not marke 
that t 

Rod Y es,but that was but courtefie. 

fag. Lechery, by this hand s au Index and obfeure prologoe to 

D 3 ' the 
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the hiftory, of luft and foule thoughts : they met fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thougbts,whcn 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall the way ; hand at hand comes Roderiag 
the matter and the maineexercife, the incorporate conclufion. b« 
lir, be you rul d by me, I haue brought you from Venice ; watch you 
to night, for command He lay’t vpon you , Cafsio knowes you 
not, lie not be farrefrom you, due you findcfomeoccafion to anger 
C4sio, either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his difeipline or 
from what other courf e y ou plcafe j which the time ihall more fauo. 
rably mmifter. 

Rod. Well. 

Sir he is rafh,and very fuddaine in choler, and haply with his 
Trunchen may ftrike at you ; prouoke him that he may, for euenout 
of that, will l caufe thefe of Cypr W to mutiny, whofe qualification 
mail come into no tructafte again t,but by the difplanting of Cafsio • 
bo (hall you haue a (hotter iourney to your dcfircs, by the meanes I 
Ihall then haue to prefer them,& the impediment, moft profitably re- 
mou’d,without which there were no expedition of our profperity. 
Rod* I will doe this, if i can bring it to any opportunity, 

Jag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadell ,• I muft 
fetch his necefiariesa fliore. — Farewell. 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio Ioues her,! do well beiecue it s 
That (heloueshi n, risaptandofgre.it credit* * 

The Moore howbt’,t that I indure him not * 

Is of a confUntynobledouing nature ; 

And ] dare thinke,hee’ie prouc to Dtfdemona , 

A moft deere husband; now I doe loue her too 
Notout of a'ofolute luft, (t ho peraduenture, * 

I (land ac comptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge, 

For that I doe fiifped t he iultfull Moore, 

Hathleap’J into my feat,rhe thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous mine rail gnaw my inwards; 

And nothing can ,nor ihall content my foule. 

Till I am cuen’d with him, wife for wife • 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

As'leaft, ;ntoa iealoyfie (o ftrong, 

That 



the Moore of V enice. 

That iudgement can not cure ; which thing to doe? 

If this poorc trafli of Venice y whom 1 trace, 

For his quicke hunting.fland the putting on, 

He haue our tJMichatl Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio y with my night cap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,louc me,and reward me, 

For making him egregioufly an Affe, 

And praftifing vpon his peace and quiet, 

Euento madnefle : — tis heere,but yet confus’J ; 

Knaueries plaine face isneuer feene, tiilvs’d. 

Exit 

Enter Othello’s Heranld , reading a Proclamation. 

It isOthcHo’s pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon 
certaine tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
Tttrtyjh Fleetej that euery man put himfclfe into triumph; fome to 
dance, fome make bonefirs ; each man to what fport and Reuelshre 
addition leadcs him; for befides thefe beneficiall ncwes,it is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialls ; So much was his pleafure ftioold be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are open.and there is full liberty, from this pre- 
fent houre of fiuejtill the bell hath told eleuen. Heaueu blelfe the iffc- 
of Cyprns^and our noble Generali Othello-. 

Enter Othello, Caffio, and Defdemona. 

Oth, Good CMichatl looke you to the gu ard to nighty 
Lets teach our felues that honourable ftoppe. 

Not to outfport difcretion, 

Caf. Jaga hath direction what to doe : 

Butnotwithftanding, with my perfonallcye 
Willi looke to it. 

Oth. lago is moft hone ft s 
Michael goodnight, to morrow with your earlieft , 

Let me haue fpeech with you, come my deare louc 3 
The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue, 
l hat profics yet to cqme twixt me and you, 

^aod night, Exit G thello and Defdemona: 

Enter 
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Enter Iago. 

Caf Welcome Iago, we mu ft to the watch. 

lag. Not this houre Leiutenant, tis notyettenaclock: ourGe. 
nerall caft v» thus early for the loue of his Defdemona,who lc t vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her { 
and (he is fporc for loue. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifix Lady. 

lag. And He warrant her full of game. 

Caf Indeed (he is a moft fre(h and delicate creature. 

fag What an eye (he has f 
Me thinkes it founds a pat ly of prouocation. 

Caf. An inuiting eye, and yec me thinkes right modeft. 

lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. She is indeed perfe&ion. 

lag. Well, happineffe to their (heetes come Leiutenant,! 

haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blackc 
Othello. 

Caf Not to night, good Iago ; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : I could well wilh courtefie would inuent fome 
other cuftome of entertainement. 

lag . Othey are our friends, — but one cup. Uedrinke for you. 

Caf I hadiunke but one cuptonight,andthat was craftily qua- 
lifted to, and behold what innouation ic makes here : J am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity, and dare not taske my weakenefle with any 
more. 

Jag. What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it. 

Caf. Where are they ? 

lag . Here at the dore, T pray you call them in. 

Caf. lie do’r, but it did ikes me. Exit. 

lag. If I can fatten but one cup vpon him, 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’l be as full of quarrell and offence, 

As my young miftrisdog: — Noy mw ficke foole Roderigt, 

( Whom loue has turn'd almoft the wrong fide out ward.) 
'To.Dcfdtmona, hath to nighr carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,and hee*sro watch t 
Three Lads o iCjl rHS > noble fwelling fpmts, 

(fhat 
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/That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike me,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now raongft this flock of drunkards, 
I am to put our fafiio in fome adton. 

That may oflfend the Jfle } Enter Montamo,Cafiio, 
But here they come s and others . 

If confequencedoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate failes freely . both with wind and ftreame. 
faf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 
Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint, 



As I am a Soldier. 
lag. Some-wine hoe : 

And let me the Cannikin clinkf, clinke, 

And let me the Cannikin cltnke, clinke : 

A Souldier’s a man, a life's but a fpan. 

Why then let a Sonldier drinke. — Some wineboyes. 

Caf Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where indeed they are molt potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your fwag-bellied Holland 
der, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englijh. 

Caf. Is your Englijh man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity.y our Dane dead drunke : 
he fweates not to ouerthrow your Almatne, he giues your Hollander 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. I am for ic Leiutenant,and I will doc you iuftice. 
lag. O fwtfct England, — 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere, 

His breeches coft him bnt a croWne , 

He held 'em fixpence all to deere, 

With that he cald the T aylor lowne. 

He Was a Wight of highrenoWne, 
tsi nd thou art but of love degree, 

T is pride that puls the Countrey doWne, 

T hen take thine auld cloke about thee. — Some wine ho. 

Caf. w hy ,this is a more exquifite fong then the other. 
fag. Will you heat’eagen? 

E Vif. 
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Caf No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place, that docs thofe 
things well, Heauen’s aboue all, and there bee foules that muftbec 
iaued. ' * 

lag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine ownc part, no offence to the Gcnfcrall,nor any mm 
of quallicy,I hope cobefaued. 
lag. "And fo doe 1 Lein tenant. 

Caf 1, but by y oar Ieaue, not before me ; the Leiutcnant is to be 
faued before che Ancient. Lei’s ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires : forgiue vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bufinefie : 
doc not thinke Gentlcmenl am drunke,this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand : l am not drunke now, I can flaod 
Well enoagh,and fpeake well enough. 
jilt. Excellent well. 

Caf Why very well then j youmuft not thin Ice then, that lain 
drunke. Exit. 

tjMon. To the plotforme mailers. Come,let’s fet the watch. 
Jag. Y ou fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a ^ouldier fie to ftan 1 by Cafar, 

And giue direction : and doe but fee his vice.; ^ 

Tistohis vertuc,a in ft equinox, 

The one asdong as th’other : tis pitty of him , 

1 feare the truft Othtflo put hi m in. 

On fome od ! e time. of his infirmity. 

Will fluke this Ifland. 

Mott. But is he often thus* 
lag. T is eucrrnoi e the Prologue to his fieepe s 
Hee’ie watch the horolodge a double fet, 

If drinke rocke not his cradle, 

Mon. T’were well the Generali were put in minde of it, 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the vertue that appearcs in (afeio, 
Andiookcsnotonhiseuills : is not this true ? 

lag. How now R odtrigo, Enter Roderigo., 

I pray you after the Leiutenant, goe. Exit Rod. 

Mon - And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place. as his owne fccond. 

With one of an ingraft infirmity t 
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It were an honeft a&ion to fay fo to the Moore. 

lag. Not I. for this farre Ifland : 

I doe loue Ca/sio well, and would doe much,-" ~ r ’ Helpe, helpe, Within, 
To cure him of this euill t but harke,what noyfe. ^ 

Enter Cafsio, drifting in Rodcrigo. • ~ 

Caf. You rogue, yourafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty s but lie beate the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf Doft thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,or He knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come,come,you are di unke. 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe out, and cry a muteny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpe ho, Leiutenant s Sir, Montanio , fir, 

Helpe mafters.heer’s a goodly watch indeed : A bed rings , 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

The Towne will rjfe, fie,fic, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be Iham’d for euer. 

Enter Othello, and G entlemen vrith Weapons. 

Oth. What’s the matter heere ? 

Mon. I bleed ft ill, I am hurt to the death. he faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your Hues. 

Jag. Hold,hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hold,the Generali fpeakes to you ; hold,hold,for fhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this f 
tur n< ^ Turkes, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has foibid the Ottamites : 

u u hr i ftiail florae, put by this barbarous brawle » 

He that ftirres next, to carue for his ownc rage. 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion i 

E 1 Si- 
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SHcnce that ^readfullbelljit fright# the Ifle 

From her propriety s what s the matter matter 
Honeft Uio, that lookes dead with grieuing, 

Soeake who began this, on thy loue l charge thee. 
P S. Tdo= not know, friends ail but now,euen now, 
In quartered in termes,like bride and groome, 
Deueftit g them to bed,and then but now, 

( As if fome Planet had vnwitced men,; 

Swords out, and tilting one at others breaft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 

Any beginning to this peeuilh odds ; 

And would in aft ion glorious, I had loft 
Thole legges,that brought me to a part ot it. • ■ 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot. 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy Meata^ityjon were wont be ciuiu. 
The grauity and ftilncfle of your youth* 

The world hath notedand your name is great, 

Jn mouthes of wifeft cenfure : what s the matter# 

That you vnlace your reputation thus, 

. i rhe nai 




Your Officer two can informe you, 

W hilc I fpare fpeeeh, which fomethmg now ma,. 

Of all that 1 doe know, nor know I oug t 
By me, that’s faide or done amjffc this nighc ; 

Vnlefle fdfe-charity be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne 3 
When violence allay les vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My bloodbegins my fafer guides to rule, 

And palfionhauing my beft iudgement coolcs. 

Affayesto leade the way s If once I tl;rre. 

Or doe but lift this arme, the beft of y ou 
Shall finkc in my rebuke : giue me to know 
How this foalerout began, who let it on, 

And he that is approou’d in this offence, 



HIM 



a 



the Moore of Venice. 

Thn he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 

Si loofe me ; what, in aTo*me of warre, 

Vrr Wilde the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 

T manna^e priuate and domeftike quarrel!*, 

L “gh" a g nd P on the Court and guard of fafety? 
Tismonftrous. /^.who began? 

~ ju*. If partiality affin’d, or league m office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or Idle then truth, 

Thouartnofoldier. 

la Z . Touch me not foneere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue out of my mouth, 

Then it ftiould doe offence to Michael Cafsto: 

Yet I perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. 1 hus it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpecch, >- 

There comes a fellow,crying out for helps, 

And Cafsie following him with determin’d fword, 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe ; 

My felfe the cry ing fellow did purfoe, 

Left by his c!amour,as it fo fell out, , 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift of toote,. 
Out ran my pUrpofe ; and I recutnd the rather, 
For that! heard the dinkeand fall of fwordss 
And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night, 

I ne’re might lay before : when l came backe, 

For this was briefe,l found them c’ofe together. 

At blow and thruft,enen asagen they were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report, 

Buts men are men, the beft fometimes forgets 
Th® Cafsio did fome little wrong to him. 

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wifhthem befts 
Yet furely C a f si °> Ibeleeue receiu’d 
From him that fled,fome ftrange indignity, 
Which patience could not pafle. 

Oth. Ikno otlago, 

Thy bonefty and loue doth mince this matter, 

. B.J 
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Making it light to Cafs:o:,Cafs/o t lioat thee, i ■ 

But newer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my gentle louc be not rais’d vp s ^ 

Enter Defdemona.rwf A ethers, 

# ■ ■ r-«.. -t . ' • •- W J 

Ide make thee an example. 

‘Def, What’s the matter ? ! 

Oth. All’s well now fweeting: 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts, . , L 

My felfe will be your furgeon ; leade him off ; 
lago , looke with cure about theTowne, 

And filence thcfe,whom this .vile braule diftraefed. 

Come Defdemona, tis the Soldiers life, , - ft* t 

To haae their balmy {lumbers wak’d with ftrife, 

Jag. What, ar e you hurt Lciutenant ? 

Exit zJWootc, Defdemona, attendants. 

Caf. I, part all furgery. 

Jag. Mary Heauen forbid. 

Caf. Reputation,reputation,oh.Ihaiofl:my reputations 
I ha loft the iamrortall part fir of my felfe. 

And what remaines isbeftiall, my reputation, 
lago, my reputation. 

Jag. As I am an boneft man, I thought you had receiu’d fome bo- 
dily wound, there is mare offence in that, then in Reputation ? re- 
putation is an idle and rroft falfc impofitiop, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferuings You haue loft no repucacion at all, vn- 
lefTe you repute your felfe fuch a lofer ; what man, there are wayes 
torecouerthc Generali agens you are but now caft in his moode, a 
punifhment more in policie, then in malice, euepfo, as one would 
beate his offenccleflTe dogge, to affright an imperious Lyon t fue to 
him againe, and he’s yours. 

Caf. I will rather fue to be dtfpis’J, then to deceiue fogooda 
Commander, wlthfolight.fo drunken, and indifcreet an Officer . 
Drunke? and fpeake parrac ? and fquabble, fwagger, fweare?and , 
difeourfe fuftian with ones o wne fhaddowO thou inuifible fpirit of 
vvine,if thou ha ft no name to be known by, let vs call thee Diuell. 

lag. What was he that you followed with your fword ; 

W hat had he done to you ? 

Caf. I know not. 

J - lag. 
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Jag. Iftpofsible ? 

Caf. I remember a maffe of things. 



but nothing diftin&ly ; 3 



quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Othatmen ftiouid put an enemy 
in their mouthes. to fteaie away their braines j that wee ftiouid 
with ioy, reueli, pleafure, andapplaufe, transforme our felues into 
be.ifks. 

lag. Why, but you aienow well enough : how cameyou thus re? 
couered? 

Caf. It hath pleas’d the deuill drunkennefle, to giue place to the 
deuillwrarh; one vnperfedncfte, fhewes me another, to make me 
frankdy defpife my fdfe. 

Jag. Come, yon are too feuerc a morraler ; as the time, the place., 
the condition of this Countrey ftands.I could heartily wilh, this had 
not fobefilne $ but fince it is as iris, mend it,foryour owne good. 

Caf. I will aske him for my place againe, hee fhall tell me 1 am a 
drunkard : had I as many mourbt $ as Hydra , fuch an anfwere would 
flop email ; to be now a ftnlible man, by and by a foole,and prefent- 
ly a beaft : euery inordinate cuppe is vnbkft,and the ingrcdicnee is 
a diuell. 

Ug Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d; exclaime no more agaiuft ir; and good Leiutcnant,! think ' 
you thinkc I loue y ou. 

C a f I haue well approoud it fir,— -I drunke ? ' 

Jag You, or any man lining may be drunke at fome time matt: 

Iletdl you whatyou (hall doe, ourGenerals wife is now the 

Generali s I may fay fo in this relpedf, for th 2 t he has deuotedand gi- 
ucn vp himfclfc to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parrs and graces. Confeffe-y our leife freely to her, importune her, 
fhee’il helpe to put you in your place againea fhe is fo free, fo kinde, 
fo apt, fo bkfled a di r pofir jon. that (he holds it a vice in her goodnes, 
not to doe more then fhe is liquefied. This broken ioynt between! 
you and her husband.mrreat her co fplmter,and my fortunes againft 

any lay worth namdog, this crackeo/your loue fhall grow ftroneer 
then t’^ras before. ® 

Caf. Y ou aduife me well. 

dag. I proteftin the fincerity of loue and honeft kindnefie. 
r tthinkeic freely, and betimes in the morning, will I be- 
- “ thc vcrcu0us I>tfdemona i to undertake for me j I am defperate 

efi 
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of my fortunes, if they checke me here* 
lag. Youare in the right: 

Good night Leiutenant,! mnft to the watch. 

Cuf. Good night honeft lago. Exit . 

fag. And what’s he then, that fay es I play the villaine, 

When this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probafi to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemom to fubdue, 

In any honeft fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To winthc Moore, wertto renounce hisbaptifme, - 

All feales and lymbols of redeemed fin, 

H»s foule is fo infetter’d to her loue. 

That (he may make,vnmake,c!o5 what (he lift, 

Euen ashcr appetite (ball play the god 

With his weake fund ionvhow am I then a villaine, 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfe, 

Diredly to his good f diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blacked fins put on, 

They doe fuggeftat firft with heauenly fhewes, 

As 1 doe now ; for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdtmona to repaire his fortunes, 

And (he for him,pleades ftrongly to the Moore > 
lie poure thispeftilence into bistare. 

That (he rcptales hi m for her bodies luft > 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good. 

She (hall vndse her credit with the Moore*, 

So will I turne her vef rue into pit cb. 

And out of her owne goodnefl'e.make the net 
That (hall enmefti them all : Enter Roderigo. 

How now Roden w } 

Rod. I do follow here in the chafe, not like a hound that hunts, bu 
one that fillesvp the cry: my money isalmoft fpent,I habintonigb 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thmke the lflue will be, I (hallhauela 
much experience lor my oaines, andfono monyatall, and with 
little more wit retumexo Venice. 

Jag. How poorcaic they, that haue not Patience? ^ 

a- 
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What wound did euer heale.but by degrees? > 

Thou knoweft wc worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

■pos’t not goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou,by that (mall hurt, haft caftieir’d Cafsio y 
Tho other things grow faire againft the fun. 

Yet fruites that blofome firft, will firft be ripe ; _ 

Content thy felfc a while ; by’th rrafle tis morning $ 

Plcafure,and adion,make the houresfeeme (hort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited, 

Away I fay,thou (halt know more hereafter: 

Nay git thee gon : Some things are to be done, 

My wife mull moue for Cafsio to her miftris, 

Ilefetheron. 

My felfe a while, to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife : I,that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldneffe and delay. Exeunt. 

A Slut Sccena i. 

Enter Calfio J»itb tJHuJitians. 

Caf. 4 Afters,playhere,I will content your paines, 

XVjL^omethingthats britfe,and bid good morrow Generali. 

T bey play t and enter t be C tonne. 

Clo. Why mafters, hayour Inftrumentsbinat Naylet f that they 
fpeake i'th nofe thus ? 

'Boy. How fir, how ? 

Clo- Are thefe I pray,cald wind Inftr&ments ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tayle. 

Boy. Whereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

Clo. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I know. But 
Rafters, hcer’s money for you, and the Generall 'fo likes your mu- 
hque, that hee defires you for louesfake, to make no more noyfc 
witjiit. J 

F Boy . 
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Boy. Well fir, we will not. t 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that way not beehesra, to’ta. 
gains, but as they fay, to heare mufique, the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy. We ha none fiich fir* 

Clo. Then put your pipes, in your bag, for lie away ; goc, vanilh 
intoaire.away. 

Caf Doft thou heare my honed friend ? 

Clo. No,I heare not your honeft friend.I heare you. 

Caf. Pretheekeepe vpthy quillets, thet’s a poore peece of go Id 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
flirting, tell her ther’s one Cafsio, entreates her a little fauourof 
fpeach— wilt thou doe this? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir, if fhe wilt ftirre hither, I (hall feeme to no- 
tifie vr.toher. Enter lago. _ 

Caf. Doe good my friend: In happy time fngo. Exit Clo* 

lag. You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf Why no.the day hadbroke before we parted : 

Iha made bold lago :o fend in to your wife,— my finite to her, 

Is, chat (he will to vertuous Defdmon* , 

Procure me fiome acceffe. 

lag. I lc fiend her to you prefitntly, 

And i le deuife a rneane to draw tire Moore 
Gut of the way-, that your camlet fe and bufin (T., , 

May be more free. Exit* 

Qaf I humbly thanke you foi’c : I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kind andhoneft.. 

Enter Emilia. . 

Em. Good morrow good Leiutenant ,T am foray , 

For y our difplcafu' e,but all will foone be well. , 

The Gi nerall and his wife are talkiugof ir, 

And (lie fpeakes for you ftoutly : the Moore replies, 

That he vou hurt is of great fame in (yprtu. 

And great affinity ,andthat in wholefome wifedome. 

He might not but refufe : but he protefis he ioues you, . 

And needs no other fuitor but his likings, 

To take the fa fed occafion by the front. 

To bring you in sgaine. ^ 
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" Cat. Yet I bcfeech you, 

Tf you thinks fit, or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of lomc briefs difcourfe 
With Dcfdemona alone, 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will bellow you where you Ihall haue time, 

To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Caf. I am much bound to you. Exeunt* 

Enter Othello, ligo, and other Gentlemen. 

Oth. Thefe letters giue lago to the Pilate, 

Andby him, doe my duties to the State ; 

That done, I will be walking to the workes, 

Repaire there to me, 

lag. Well my good Lord,! le do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlcmen,fhall wefee’t? 

Gent, We waite vpon your Lordffiip. Extant. 

Enter Defdemona,Caffio and Emiitia. 

Def. Be thou allur'd good Cafsio* I will doc 
All my abilities in thy bchalfe. 

Em. Good Madam doe, I know it grieues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Def. O that's an honeft fellow: — doe not doubt Cafsto , 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe. 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bounteous Madame, 

What cucr (ball become of ejli ichael Cafsio, 

Hee’s neuer any thing but your trueferuant. 

Def. O fir, I thanke you, you doe lone my Lord : 

Y ou haue knowne him longhand be you well allur'd. 

He Ihall in ftrangeft,ftand no farther off, 

Then in a politique diftance. 

Caf. I but Lady, 

That pollicy may either lafifo long, 

Or feed vpon fuch nice and waterilh diet, 

Or breed it fe'fe,fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfent, and my place fupplied, 

F a 
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My Generali will forget my loue and (eiuice. 

Def Doe not doubc that,before EmiUtaherz, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place ? aflure thee, 

I(T doe vowa fricndffiip, Ileperforme it, 

To the laft Article : my Lord lhall neuer reft, < i 
He watch him tame,andtalke him out efipatiertcc; 

His bed (hall feemeafchooIe,his baordafbrift, 
lie intermingle euery thing he docs, 

With Cafsio’s fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsio, 

For thy folicicer (hall rather die. 

Then giuc thy caufe away. 




1 xhtV, 




E'ittr Othcllo,lago,W Gentlemen. 

Em. Madam,hc.e comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

Def Nay Hay , and hearc me fpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now ,1 am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine owne purpofe. 

Def. We 11, doe your difcrecion. £-v»r Cafsio. 

lag. Ha,l like not that. 

O th. VL hat doft thou fay ? _ 

Jag. N othing my Lord: or if, — I know not what. 

Oth. Was not thac Cafsio parted from ray wife ? 
lag. Cafsio my Lori. ? — no fure,! cannet thinke it. 

That he would deale away fotguiky-like. 

Seeing you comtning. 

Oth. I doe beleeue twas he. 

Def. How now my Lord, 

I haue been talking wnh.a fuiterhere, 

Am n that languiffi s inyour ddplcafure, 

Oth. Who i’ll yommeane ? 

Def. Why your Leiutenant CV/L»,good my Lord, 

If I haue any grace or power to moue you, 

Hisprefcnt reconciliation take : 

For if he be not one that truely loues you. 

That erres in ignorance, and notin cunning, 

I haue no iudgement in anhoneft face, 

I prethce call him backe. 
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Oth. Went he hence n W ? 

Def. Yes fnth,fo humbled. 

That he has Lfc p.art of Ins gt ie/es w^ch me. 

To fuller with him ; good Loue call him backe. 

Q t Slot no v ( vevt 'Z>^^®»,lome other time. 

Jjef Bat ihal t beflaortly ? 

Oth. Thefootaer iweet for you. 

Def Shaft be to night at fupper . 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I fhall not dine at home, 

T mpetthc Captaines at the Cittadell, 

1 meJ Why then to morrow night,or tuefday morne. 
On tuerday morne, or night, pr wednefd^y morne, 

I nrcthee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes i 1 faith hee s penitent. 

And vet his trefpatfe.in our common rcafon, 

(Sane that they fay, the warres mud make examples. 
Out of herbeft) is not almoft a fault, 

Toincurrea priuate chtcke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

W hat you could aske me, that I fhould d ny ? 

Or (land fo manuring on ? What Mthael Cafsto . 

That came a wooing with you, and lo many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly. 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? T ruft me, I could doe rtmeh, • i 
Oth. Prethee no tnote,let him come when he will,, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Def. Why thisisnotaboone, 

Tis as I fhould inire.at you weare yourglones: 

Or feed on nouriffiing di(hes,or keep you war me. 

Or fue toyoujto doe a peculiar profit 
To yourownc perfon s nay, when 1 haue a fuite, 

. Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed. 

It (hall be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefull to be granted. 

1O1L f twill fUiap r\ c>t-Vi 1 net 
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Whereon I doe befcech thee grant me this. 

To leaue me but a little to my felfe. 

Def. Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Defitme»a,V\c conae to thee ftraighc. 
Def. EmiHia, come,be it as your fancies teach you, 
What ere you be l am obedient. Exeunt D«f. uni Em. 

Oth. Excellent wretch 5 perdition catch my foule. 

But t doe loae thee, and when I loue thee not, 

Chaos is come againe. 

Jag. MyncblcLord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay Iago ? 
lag. Did Michael (fafio when you woofd my Lady, 
Know of your lone ? 

Oth. He did from firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
Jag. But for a fatisfadion of my thought. 

No further harms. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Tago ? 

Jag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 
Oth, O yes, and went between vs very oft. 

Iga. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, dcfcern’ft thou ought in that ? 
Is he not honeft? 

Jag. Honeft my Lord ? Oth ■ Honeft ? I honeft. 

Jag. My Lord.foroughc I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

O th. Thinke my Lord ? why doft thou ecchoe me, 

As if there were feme roonfter in thy thought. 

Too hideous to be ftiowne : Thou doft meane fomethiug : 

I heard thee fay but row, thou lik’ft not that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfei!. 

In my whole courfc of wooing, thou cridft iodeed? 

And didft contraft, and purfe thy brow together. 

As if chou then hadft (hut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible conceit : If thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jag. My Lord you know I loue you. 
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Oth. I thinke thou doeft, , 

A for I know, thou art full of loue and honefty, 

Ami wished thy words, beforethou giu'ft em breath, 
Therefore thefc ftopsofthinc fright me the more 5 

* UW1, ... • r ir . rid l niiv 




They - 

That paflion cannot rule. 

lag. For zJMichael Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,! thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke f© to. 

lag. Men fliould be what they feeme, 

Or tliofc that be not, would they might feeme none; 
Oth. C e:taine,men fliould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then I thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay,yet ther s more in rhis, 

I ptethee fpeake to me,as to thy thinkings . 

As chou doeft ruminate,and giue thy wot ft of thouglits. 
The worft of words. 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to euery ad of duty, 

I am not bound to that all (hues are free to, 

Veter my thoughts 1 Why, fay they are vile and falfe: 
As where’sthat pallace,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who has a breaft fo pure, 

But fome vncleanly apprehenfions, 

Keepe le. tes and law- dayes.and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfnll ? 

Oth. Thou doft confpir* againft thy friend I ago. 

If thou but thinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his eare 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

lag. I doe befcech you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghelfe, 

(As I confefi'e it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealouiie 

Shapes faults that are not : ) that your wifedomc yet, 

Fro n one that fo imperfcdly conceits. 

Would take no notice, nor build your fclfe a trouble, 
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Out of my fcattering.and vnfare obferuance j 
It were not for your quiet,nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honefty, or wifedome, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What doft thou meane ? 
lag. Good name in man and woman (deere aiy Lord) 
Is'thc immediate Icwell of our foules : • 

Who fleales my purfe, ftcales traflyts fomething, nothing, 
Twas mine,tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands i 
But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me ofthat,which not inriches him. 

And makes me pbore indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. # 

Ia{ You cannot, ifmy heart were in your hand, 
Norftiall not,whilft tis in my aiftody. 

Oth. Ha? ..... . 

Jag . O beware (my Lord) of lealoufie 5 
It is a green eydmonfter, which doth mocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in bits, 
Whocertainc ofhts fate, louts not his wronger 
But oh what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotes, yet doubts, furpeas,yet ftrongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. , . , ... . 

j aJ . poore and content-, isnch, and rich enough, 

But riches finekfl- ,is as poote as winter, 

To him that euer feares he (lull be P°ore j 
Good heauen, the foules of all my ti ibe utfend 

From iealoufie, 

Oth Why, why is this? 

Thinkft thou I’de make a life of iealoufie ? 

To follow ftill the changes ot the Moone 
With frdh (ufpitions ? No, to be once in doubt, 

Is once tobe refolu’d : exchange me fora Goate, 

When l {hall turnethe bufmefle of my foule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blowne furmifes, _ 

Matching thy inference* mnot to make me icalous, 

To fay my wife isfaire,feedes wdl.'ouescompany. 

Is free offpeeth, lings, playes, and dances well ; 
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tnuorie 

tVDfuorfld: 



vertue is.thefe are more vertuous : 

ldr r 

The fmalleft fcare.or doubt of herdreuolt, 

Srflic had eies.and chofeifmes no h&i 

Ti^fee before I doubtj,when I doubt,prouei r_V vM 

is ?• r? ?tSS JftJJ 

Awav at once with loue or iealoufie*- ■ 

A lal I ana glad of it.for now I fhall haae reafors, **? 

To (hew the lout and duty that I beare yoH, 

with franker fpirit ^therefore as I amboondt y 3 ; i - * ? 

Receiueit from meslfpeake ndtfttoFproofe, 3 2 ^ \ f' 

T ooketo your wife, obferue her well withCaj/Ii^; r 

Ivwuldnothaoeyourfrae«Ki»oMen«#re. !* •••” j;. 

O* offdfe-boumy bcata'd.lookctoo'c : 1 “ ."* d 1 '*5fc32» 

nnoweurConntrcydirpoftionwdt. iwnoqai*b»fc 

In Ytnict they doe let Heauen fee the prankes 
They dare not (hew their husbands: their beftconfcicncc 
Is not to leaned vnd©ne,butkeepe»c vnknowne. • - >-> ; *; • * VJf 
Oth, Docft thou fay fo? . sM 

lag, She did deceiue her father marrying you: q - ; t* 

And when {he feem’d to (bake and fcarc your lookes, 

She lou’d themmoft. n ' 5 wcn * 3fn » 



>UO ft 



si *. suidicioo 



Oth. And fo (he did. 
fa. Why go too then, . 

She that foyoung, could glue outfuch a Teeming, 

To feale her fathers eyes vp.clofe as Oakc, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame j 
1 humbly doe befeech y ou of your pardon, 

For too muchlouing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

Jag. I fee this hath a littledalht your fpifits. 

Oth. Notaiot.notaiot. 
lag. Truft me, I feare it has* 

I hope you will confider ,what is (poke, ' 

Comes from my loue -.but I doe fee you aremooud, 

I am to pray you,notto ftraine myfpeach, 

To groffer iflues,nor to larger reach, 



T 






1 ^Jtil 10 ; 1 ^ 
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Then to fufpition. 

Oth. I will not* 

Jag. Should you doe To my Lord, 

My fpeech fliould fall into fqch vile fucceffe, 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafsit’s my worthy friend: 
My Lord, I fee you are roooii’d, 

Otb. No, not much moou’d, coi io ouol riJiw sonc 
I doe not thinke but ‘Dtfdemm*' s hone ft. 

lag. Long liue (he fo,and.long liue you to thinke fo» 
Otb. And yet bow nature eocingfrotn it felfc. h 

fag. Ijthert's the point t as to be bold with you*. 

Not to affed many propoftd matches. 

Of her owne clime, complcxion.and degree. 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends 5 
Tie we may fmcll in fuch a wilt rooft ranks, 

Foule difproportion,thoughts vnnaturall^ 

Bur pardon roe : I doe not in pofition, 

Diftinctly fpeake of her.tho I may fcare 
Her will recoyling to her better iudgemene, 

May fall to matchyou with her countrey formes,. 
Andhappily repentvoy »niym . at bib ori 

Osh . Farewell ,i£ more 
Thou doeft percciue,let me know more,fet on 
Thy wife to obferue : leaue roc lag*. 

Jag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I marry / This honeft creature doubriefle 
Secs, and knowes more, much more then bevnfolds. 

Jag My Lord, l would I might intreat your honour. 

To lean this thing no further, leaue it to time. 

And though tis fit that Cafsio haue his place, 

( For fure he fills it vp with great ability,) 

Y et if you pleafe to bold him eff a while. 

You (hall by thar,pcrceiue him and his mcanes ; 

Note ifyour Lady ftraine her entertainement, 

Withany ftrongor vehement importunity, 

Much will be fecnc inthat,inthe means time. 

Let me be thought too bulk in my feares, 

( As.worthy cauk I haue, to fcare I am :) 
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And hold her free ,T doe bcfcech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernemenr. 

/ 4f . I once more take my leaue. Exit. 

Oth. This fellowc's of exc eding hooefty, 

And knowes all quantities, with a learnedfpiric 
Of human: dealings: If I doe prooue her haggard, 

Tho that her Idles were my deare heart firings, 
l*de whittle her otf,and let her dewnc the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily ,for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofc foft parts of conucrfation. 

That Chirobcrers haue, or for I am dcclind 
Into the vale of y cares, yet that’s not much, 

Shec's gone, I am abus’d,and my rclcife 
Muft be to loath her > O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites : I had rather be aToadc, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then kcepe a corner in a thing I lone, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they lefie then the bafe, 

Tis deftcnyjVnfliunnable^ike death : 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

When we doe quicken : Defdtmm * comes, 

Iffhe be falfe,() then heauen mocks it felfc, 
lie not bclecue ir. 

Enter Defdemona and Emillia. 

Dtf. How now my deare OsheBo f 
Your dinner, and the generous Hander 
By you inuited.doc attend your prtfence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

*D*f. W by is y our fpcech fo faint ? are you not well ? 

Oth. I haue a paine vpon my forehead ,hearc. 

Dtf W hy that’s with watching,tV ill away againe ; 
Let mebutbind it hard, within this hourc 
It will be well. 

Oth . Your napkin is too little: 

Let it alone, come lie go in with yen. 

JJtf* I am very lorry (hat you are not well* 

Ca 
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M Sm. lam glad I 

This was her Hrft remembranceihmthe Moore* Jon *«v ; > 



My wayward husband, hath a hundredtimes aiw'-zwm l 
Wooed me to fteale it.butihero louesthe tokcnyo;!^ ah f Q 
For he coniur’d her,{he(hould;eacf4ceepe it, up Ha 
That (he refcrues it ewer tnorcabout her, f; • ' 

To kifle,and calke to jlle.ha theworketane our, 

And giu’t / ago : whatjbell daeitvaKbrit^ pri :si brts t lo i 
Heauen bno wcs,not I, Enter Iago. 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafic. 

lag. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a tiling for you. 
lug. Mhing for me, it is a common thing*— 

Em. Ha ? 



lag To haue a fooliflr wife. 

Em. 0,is that ah? what will yottgiue me now. 
For that fame handkerchiefe ? t no'*snab a ni 10 



#k>fl l 

x br?A 

* bnA 



>nico & 3 G" 



lag . What handkerchiefe? *1 1 :i; ; 

Em. What handkerohicfs^Q 9*»3» 3 aisriao 

Why that the Moore firft gw&fa&efdemona, 1 L'aiisg 
That which fooftcn you dtdbid me fteale; Sui*.. .. •: j aiT 

lag. Ha’ft ftole it fromiier ? st >i Iqbe^io 1 « 

£m. No faith, (he let itdtopby negligefece; • p cb 3 w od •’/ 

And to the aduantage,! being Herfjpaoke n vp c ■: O t : : ■ ii 5d -r-1 i 1 
Looke,here it is. • .ii onwltxi son all 

lag. A good wench giue it me. 

Em. What will you doe with it^-iO ' v ,!t .wX 

That you haue bin foearnefl to haue me filch it? 

lag. Why, what’s that tfe-you? riuni uoy 

Em. If’t be net for Pome purpofe of imporr, 

Giue mee’ti^HMWijpoore Lady,(hec’ll run m?d { « * 

When fhe fball lacke’it. ' ,0 

lag. Be not you acknowne on’t,I haue vfc for it :—g® leaue trej 
I will in fafsio's lodging lolc this napkin, Exit Em* 

And let him find it : Trifles light asayre. 

Are to the iealous,confirmations'ftrong •’ •' • -1 

As proofes of holy Writ, this may doe fomething r 
The Moore already changes with my poifon. 



•ma. 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons 

which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft ; 

But with a little aft vpon the blood, Enttr Othello, 

Burns like the mines of fulphurc : I did fay fo : 

Look where he comcs,not Poppy.nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufic firopps of the world. 

Shill euer nacdccinc thee to that fweet llcepc^ 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfe to me, to me? . . 

lag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant,be goh,thou haft fet me on the rack?. 

I fweare;tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know’t a little. 

tag. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What fence had I of her ftolne houresofluft; 

I faw’t not, thought it not, it harm'd not me, 

I flept the next night well, was free, and merry j 
I found not Cafsio’s kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’c, and hee’snot rob’d at all. 
j.tg. I am forry to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the generall Campe, 

Pyoners,and all,had tafted her fweet body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for euer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farewell content $ 

Farewell the plumed troops, and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the fhrill T rumpe. 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,the eare-peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomps, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,0 ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates. 

The krt mortal Jones great clamors counterfeit ; 

Farewell,Ork/(«'r Occupation’s gone. 

Jag. Iftpofsiblemy Lord? 

Oth. Villaine,befure thou proue my Louea whore? 

Be fare of it, giue me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

G 3 Thou 
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Thou hadfl binbcttcr hmc been borne a dog. 

Then anfwerc my wak'i wrath. 
lag, Ift come to this? 

Ot. Make me to fct’c.or at the leaft fo prone it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loope. 

To bang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doe ft (lander her, and torture me, 

Neuer pray morc,abandon all remorce • 

Oil horrors head.horrors accumulate t 
Do deeds, to make heauen weepe,alleatth amaa'J, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde. greater then that. 

lag. O grace, O heauetrdefend me. 

Are you a man, haue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you,take my office,— O wretched foole. 

That liueft to make thine honefty a vice ; 

0 monftrous world, take nore,take note O world. 

To be direS and honeft,is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit ,and from hence, 
lie loue no friend fince loue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth, Nay (lay , thou Ihouldft be honeft 
lag, I ftiould be wife, for hone ft re’s a foole. 

And loofes that it workes for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I thinke my wife be honcft,andthinkc (he is not, 

I thinke that thou art iuft.and thinke thou art not$ 

He haue fomc proofe : her name that was as frefh 
As ‘Diant vifagc,i$ now begrimd,and bheke 
As mine owncface a If there be cords.or kniues, 

Poyfon,or fire.or fuffocating ftreames, 
lie not endure it : would l were (atifiicd. 

lag. 1 fee fir, you are eaten vp with paflion, 

I doe i ep nt me i hat I put it to you j 
Y ou would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would,nay,I will. 

Jag. And may , but how,how fatisfied my Lord? 

Would you, the fuperuifion grofftly gape oo. 

Behold her topt? 




the oore of V c n ice. 

Oth. Death and damnation— ofm 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to chat profpe<a,dam cm then, 

Ifeuer mortall eyes did fee them boulftcr 
More then their ownej what tlien,how then ? 

What (hall I fay ? where's fatisfo&ion ? 

It is impoffibie you (hould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkies, 

Asfalt as Wolues in pride.and fooles as groffc 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 

^imputation and ftrong circumftanccs, 

Which lcade direftly to the doorc of truth. 

Will giueyoufatisfaclion.youmay hat. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,that (he's difloyalt^ 
lag . I doe not like the office. 

But fith I am cntei'd into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to'c by foolilb honefty and ioue, 

I will goe on : I lay with CVs/aw lately , 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not ffeepe- 
There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule, 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires, 

One oftfais kind is Cafito; 

In (leepe I heard him fay. Sweet Dtfdtmttta , 

Let vs be wary, let vs hide our Ioues > 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry otit,fweet creaturr,and then'fciffe me hard,. 

As if he ptuckt vp kiffes-by the t cotes, 

That grew vpon my lips,tben layed his leg 
Ouermy thigh,and figh’d ,and kilTedand then 
Cried, curfed fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Otb. O monftrous, monftrous* 

Jag. Nay,this was but bis dreame. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore-goncondufion,, 

Tis a (hrewd doubt ; tho it be bur a dreame, 

J% And this may hclpe to t hicken othc r proofes, 

That doe demonfirate thinly. 

Oth. 11c teare her all to peeces. 
ty. Nay,but be wife,yct we fee nothing done, , 



n 
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She may behoneft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue you not fometimes fecne a handkerchicfc, 

Spotted with ftrawbcrries in your wiu-s hand ? 

Oth. I gaue her fuchaone,twas my firft gift. 
lag. I know not that, but fueb a handkerchiefc 
I am Cure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If’t be that. 

lag. If it be that, or any.it fras hers. 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand hues. 

One is too poore, too weake for my reucnge • 

Now I doe fee tis true,looke here Iago, ,y, 

All my fond loue>thus doe I blow to heauen, tis gone- 

Arife blacke vengeance from thy holl 9 W Cell, 

Yeeld vp O loue thy crowne,and hearted Throne, 

To tyrranous hate,fwell bofome with thy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. ht kneeles. 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, f*go> blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change* 

Oth. Neuer lags', 

Like to the PontickSea., :sw?. .-/tumid bra* 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courfe, 

Ne’r feels retiring ebbe,but keepes due on. 

To the Tropontick. and the Htllefpent : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent j>acc, 

Shall neVe Iooke backe,ne’re ebbe tohamblc loue. 

Till that a capeable and wide rcuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heauen, 

Inthe due reuerence of a facrcd vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

Jag. Doe not rife yet : I ago kneels. 

Witneife the euer-buming lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs round about ; 

Witnede that here, Iago doth giue vp 

The execution of his wit, hand, hearrj 

To wrong’d (eruie'e: let him . command^ J ;u \ 
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And to obey, (ball be in me rcmorce, 

What bloody worke fo cuer. 
nth I erect thy loue ; 

isinc with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
and will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within thefe three daycs,lec me hearc thee fay. 

That Cafsio s not aliue. 

jaq. My friend is deads 

Tis dk>ae as you requcft.but let her me. 

Otb Dam her lewd minks : O dam her, 

Corne.eoc with me apirt,I will withdraw. 

To furnilh me with fome fwife meanes of death. 

For the faire deuill : now art thou my Leiutenant. 
lag. I am your ownc for tuer. £ xeHKt 



Enter Defdemona,Erailla<<»^ the Clowne. 

j)ef Doe you know iirra, where the Leiutenant Cafsio lies ? 

Clo '. I dare rot fay he lies any where. 

Clo’ HcYs aSoldier,and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is ftabbing. 

Def. Go to, where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tdlyou where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throarc. 

Def. Can you enquire him out, and be edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathcchize the world for him, that is, make queftions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekchim, bid him come hither, tell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord in his behalfe,and hope all will be well. 

Qo. To doe this, is within the coropaife of mans wicte and there- 
fore He attempt the doing of it. ' Exit . 

Def. W here (hould I loofe that handkerchiefs EmiBia ? 

Em. 1 know not Madam. 

Def. Bdeeue me,l had rather loofe my purfe 
FullofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind, ahd made of no (rich bafenefle, 

As icalous cicaturcS are, it were enough 

H 
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To pat him tolill thinking. 

Em. Ishcnotiealous? 

Def. Who he ? I tbinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuch humors iro n hi n. Enter Othello. 

Em. Looke where he comes. 

Def I wiilnotleaac himnow, 

Till Cafsio be catd to hiin ; hotv is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well mv good Lady i O hardneffe to dififemblc : 
How doe you Defdemona? 

Def Well, my good Lord. 

Oth Giue me your hand,this hand is mcift my Lady. 
Def It yet has felt no age.nor knowne no forrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitful! -elfe and liberall heart, 
Hot,hot,and moyft,this hand of yours requires 
A fcquefter from liberty *• fading and praying, 

Much caftigation.exercife dcuout j 

For here’s a young and fweating deuill here*. 

That commonly rebels : tisa good h3nd, 

A fratike one. 

Dtf. Y ou may indeed fay fo. 

For nvas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands. 
But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake ofthis ; come now your promife. 
Oth. What promife chucke ? 

Dtf- I haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 
Oth. Ihaue a fait and fullenrhumc offends me. 

Lend me thy handkerchiefe. 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth . That which l gaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

Def No indeed my Lord.. 

Oth Thats afault : that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother glue. 

She was a Charmer.and could almoft reade ' 

The thoughts of people 5 flie told her while fhe kept ir, 

T would make her amiable.andfubdue my father 
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Intirely to her l»uc i But if (he loft it, 

Or made a gift of it} my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits.fhoBld hunt 

After new fancies i She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me, when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed on’t, 

Make it a darling, like your pretious eye, 

T o loofe,or giue’e away, were fuch perdition, 

A* nothing elfe could match. 

Def I’ft poffible ? 

Otb. Tis true.thct’s magickc in the web of if, 
ft Sy bell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfe two hundred compares, 

In her prophetique fury.fowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filke, 

And it was died in Mummy .which the skilfull 
Conceruc of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed, i’ft true ? 

Ot h. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well . 

Def. Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 

Otb. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rafli ? 

Oth. I’ft loft ? i’tt gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 

Def. Blcflevs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def, I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch’tjlctmefeeit, 

Def. Why fo I can fir.bat I will not now, 

This is a tricke,to put me from my faite, 

I pray let Caftie be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefe 5 my mind mifgiuei. 

De. Come, come, yon’l neuer meet a more fufficieut man 

Oth, The handkerchiefe. 

Def. A man, that all bis time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue, 

Shar’d dangers with you, 

Ha 
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Oth. The handkcrch'cfc. 

2>ef In footh you arc too blame. 

Oth. Away. . Exit, 

Em, Is not this man iealous? 

Dtf I nere faw this before : 

Sure ther’s fome wonder in this handkerchiefe, 

I a n molt vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

Enter IagorfWCaflio. 

Em. T is not a yeare or two fbewes vs a man. 

They are all but ftomacks, and we all but foode > 

They eate vs hungerly.anJ when they are full, 

They belch vs ;looke you,C«/}« and iny husband. 

lag. There is no other way, tis (he muft doe it, 

And loe the happineffe,goe,and importune her. 

Dcf. How now good C*fsio,what$ the newes with you ? 

Caf. Madam, my former fuite : 1 doe btfeech you. 

That by your vertuous meanes.I may againe 
Exiftyand be a member of his loue. 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honeur.I would not be delayed; 

If my cff. nee be of fuch mortal] kind. 

That not my feruic - pad, nor prefcnc forrowes, 

Nor* purpos’d rnerrit in futurity. 

Can ranfome me into his loue againe. 

But to know fo,muft be my benefit, 

So fnall I coath me in a forc’d content,. 

And fhut my felfe vp in fome ocher coutfe. 

To fortunes almes. 

‘D<[. Alas thrice gentle Cafsio, 

My aduocacion is not now in tune $ 

My Lord is hoc my Lord, nor fhculd J know him. 

Were he inUuour.as inhuiror altred : 

So helpe me,euery fpirit fanfrified. 

As I haue fpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood within the blanke ofhisdifpleafure. 

For my tree fpeech s you muft a while be patient, 

What Lean doe I will, and more I will 
Then for my idle l dare, let that fuffice y ou* 
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far. Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now. 

And certaineiy in ftrange voquietneffe. 

j AZ Can he be angry ? 1 haue fee ne the Cannon, 
when it hath blowne his rankes into the ay re j 
And dike the deuillj from his very arms, 

Pufc htsovne brother, and can he be angry ? 

Something of moment then s i will goe meet hirn. 

There’s matter in’c indeed, ifhe be angry, 

Def. I prethee doe fo ; fomething fure of State, 

Either from Venice, ax fome vnhatcht pra&ice. 

Made demonftrable here in Ctpres to him. 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit.and in fuch cafes. 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obieft, 

Tis eucn fo ; for let our finger ake, 

At.d it endues our other healthfull members, 

Euen to that fenfeof paine ; nay>we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fitsthe Bridall : befhrew me much EmiHiet, 

I was (vnhandlbme warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule; 

But now I find,l had fubbornd the witneffe. 

And hee’s indited faifly. 

£m. Pray heauen itbe State matters as you thinke. 

And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning 5 ou. 

Def. Alastheday,! neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfwercd fo. 

They are not eucr iealou for the caufe. 

But iealous for t iey are iealous : tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it ft lfc .borne on it felfe. 

Def. Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind. 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def 1 will goe feeke hm,Cafsio walke hereabout. 

If Idotfindehi n tit,U mouc v our fuite. Exeunt Defd 

And feeke to effect it to my vetermoft. Emillia* 

Hr 
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Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifliip. Enter Bianca. 

'Bum. Saue you friend Cafsio. 

Caf. What make you from home? • 

How is it with you my moft faire Bianca ? , 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to your houfe. 

Sm. And I was going to your lodging faftio j 
What keepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houre$,and loners abfent houres. 

More tedious then the diali,eigbtfcorc times. 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preft, 

But I (hall in a more continuate time. 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke out. 

Bia. Oh fafsio, whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence,now I fcele a caufc, ' . 

I’ft come to this ? well, well. 

Caf Go to woman, 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are jealous now. 

That this is from fome Miftrisffome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia. Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf I know not fweet,!! found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will,Fdc f) 2 ue it coppied. 

Take it and ao’t.and leaue me for this time. 

Bia. Leaue you,wherefore ? 

Caf, I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wifii. 

To haue him fee me woman’d, 

BU. Why I pray you? 

Caf. Not that l loue you not. 

Bia. But that you doe not loue me : 

I pray you bring me on the way a little. 

And fay , if I (hall fee you foone at night. 

'* ’ • ^ 



the Moore of Venice. 

r a r. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
c r i ; 3 ’ tt end hcre,but He fee y ou foone. 

Bia Tis very good, I muft be circumftanc’d.' 
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Exeunt* 



Enter Iago and Qthcllo* 
lac T T'X Till you thinke fo? 

H ' V V Oth. Thinke fo/^, 

Jag. VVhat,tokiffe in priuate ? 

Oth. Anvnauthoriz’dkiffe. 

Jag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre,or more ,not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked a bed /ago, 2 nd notmeane harme? 

It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 

They that meane vertuoufly,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertue tempts, and they tempt heauen. 

Jag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a veniall flip ; 

But if 1 giue my wife a handkerchicre. 

Oth. What then? 

Jag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers, 

She may ,1 thinkc,beftow’c on any man. 

Oth. She is proteilreffe of her honour too. 

May (he giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not : 

But for the handkerchiefe. 

Oth. By heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it s 
Thou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’rc the infe&ed houfe. 

Boding to all.) He had my handkerehiefe. 
lag. l,what of that? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 

lag. What If I had (aid i had feen him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay, (as knaucs be fuch abroad, 

.Who hauing by their owne importunate fuice,. 

Oc 
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Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniured,or fupplied them, cannot chufe, 

But they muft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, but be you well affur’d, , 

No more then hee’i vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd? 

lag . Why that he did — I know not what he did. 

Oth. What? fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag. With her,on her, what you will. * 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
her | lye with her, that’s fulfome, handkerchiefs, confession, hand- 
kcrchu fs : to confc(fe,and be hing’d for his labour,fit ft to be hangv, 
and then to conftffe ; 1 tremble at it : Nature would not inueft her- 
felfe in fuch fhidowing paision, without fome inftru&ion : It is not 
words that (hakes me thus, (pifh)nofcs,eares,andIippes s Is’cpofsi- 
b!e . ? confe(Ie ? handkerchief. ? O deuill. Fades in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous fooksare 
caught,and many worthy a ;d chaft Dames. euen thus (all guiltkik.) 
meet reproach : What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello , — how 
XlOVtCafuo? Enter CafsiG* „ 

Caf. Whai’jthemattei ? 

lag My Lord is falne into an Epil pfy , 

This is his fecond fk.he hadone'ytfterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forb. are, 

The Lechargte mulVhaue h : s quiet courfe, 

If nor,he foa nes at mouth.and by and by 
Breakes OMt ro faoage madnvfle : looke.he ftirres: 

Doe you withdraw your felfe a little while, 

Ke will rtcouei ftraight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occafionfpeake withyou. 

How is it Generali Suae you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Do t thou eke m ? Exit Caf. 

lag. I m'Ocke'you? no by heauert. 

Would you would beare your fortuneslike a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a morifter,and a beaft. 

lag 
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Jag, There’s many a beaft then in a populous City, 

And many a ciaill monfter. 

Oth. Didhe confeffe ? 
jao. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded fellow, that’s but yoak’d, 

Hay draw with you, there’s millions now aliuc. 

That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare fweare peculiar s your cafe is better s 

0 tis the fpite of hell,the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what fhe ihall be. 

Oth. O thou art wife, tis certaine. 
lag. Stand you a while apart. 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here orewhelmed with your griefe, 

(A paflxon moft vnfitting fuch a man.) 

Cafsio came hither,! Ihifted him away. 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy? 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeake with me, 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcornes* 

That dwell in euery region of his face } 

For I will make him tellthc tale anew. 

Where, how, how oft, how long agoe,and when, 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife j 

1 fay, but marke his ieafture,naary patience, 

Or I ihall fay, you are all in all, in fpleene. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dolt thou heare IagOj 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not anaiife : 

But yet kcepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsto of 'Bianca ; 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature, 

That dotes on Cafsio j as tis the ftrumpets plague 

I To 
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6 q. The Tragedy of O chel !o 

To beguile mar>y ; and be beguiPd by one : Enter Caf. 

He,whcn he heares of her cannot refrainc 
From theexcefle of laughter s here he comes « 

As he (hall (mile. OtheSa Hull goe mad. 

And his vnbookilh iealoufie n uft conifer 
Poore Cafsio's ftiiles,geftures,and Tight behauiour. 

Quite in the wrong : How doe you nowTeiutenant ?. 

Caf The worfer that yoa giue me the addition, 

Whofe wanctuen kills me. 

lug. Ply Dtfdemom well, and you are fure on’t. ; 

Now, if this fuite lay in’Bianca’s power. 

How quickly fhould you fpeed. 

Car. Alas poore catitie. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already* 

Jag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue, I thinke indeed fhe loues me, 

Otb. Slow hedenies it faintly, and laughes it out. 

Jag. Doe you heare Cafsio l 
Otb NowheimpoituneshimtoteUitonj-- 
Goeto,wdlfaide. 

Jag She glues it out that you (halt marry her. 

Doe you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 1 --'O' 

Oih. Do e you triumph R.oman,doe y©u triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? wTfit ? a Guftosner ; 

J precise beare feme chancy tomywic, yc 
Doeno: thinlteic fo vnvvholefbme : ha,ha,ha. ■ 

Otb. So, fo,fo,{o, they laugh that wins. *i’? . : ^ 

Jag. Why, the cry goes, that you lhall marry her,. 

Caf. Prethee fay true. 
lag. I am a very villaine elfe. 

Otb. Ha you fcoar’d roc ? well* u *- 

Caf This is the tnenkies own fining out; {he is perfwadedl Will 
marry her,eut of her own loue and flattery ;not out of my promife. 

O i b, lags beckons me, row he bigins the ftory . 

Caf, She w is heerc euen now, (he haunts me in euery place, I was 
tother day talking on the fea banke with certaine Venetians, and thi- 
cjicr comes this bauble, fals me thus about my necks. 

’ ~ Oth. 
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Oth Cry ing.O deare Cafs{o as it were : his geflure import* it. 

Caf. So hangs, and iolls, and vycepcsvpon me ;fo hales, andp 

^Oth^ovs he tells how fhe ph'ckt him to my Chamber j 
I fee that no'eofy ours, hut not that dog I ffiall throw’t to. # 

' Caf. Well, l mutt feaue her company : Enter Tianca* 

Before me, looke where (h~ comes, 

Tis fuch another Fitchew.; marry a perfum’d one s What doe you 
aeane by this haunting of me? - 

Bian. Let the deuill and his dam haunt you : what did you meane 
bv that fame handkerchiefe you gaue nice euen now ? I was a fine 
foole to take it ; » mult take rut the worke,a likely pcece ot worke, 
that you fhould find it in jour chamber, and not know who left it 
there: this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the worke j 
there giue it the hobby horfe $ whsrefocucr you had it, lie take ©uc no 

worke on’t. ... . ,, 

Caf ^How now my fweet Btanca i how now,hownow? 

Oth. By heauen thac fliould be my handkerchiefe. 

Bia. An you’ll come to (upper to nigbt,you may, an you will not, 
♦oaie when you are next prepar’d for* Exit. 

Jag, After her, after her. 

Caf. I molt (hct’i railei’theflreetelle. 
lag , You fup there. 

Caf Yes, I intend fo* . . 

Jag. Well, I may chance to fceyoti/or I would very fawe fpcake 
with you. 

Caf. Prethe come, will you? 

Jag Goe to, fay no more. £*»V Cafllo. 

Oth, How (hall I murder him lago f 

lag. Did you perceiuediow he laughed at hi* vice ? 

Orb. Q Jaget. 

Jag And did you fee the handkcichiefc ? 

Oih. Was that mine? 

I would hme him nine yeres a killing i a fine woman 3 a fairs woman, 
a Tweet woman. 

?*g ay ,you mufl forget that 

Oth. And kt her rot and pvriili, and be damb’d to night, for Ihee 
ifeallnoc liue: no.tny heact is turn'd tea ftone, l firike it, and it hurts 

I a my, 
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my hand j- O the world has not a fweeter crcature,{hc might lie by an 
Emr*trcurs fide, and command him taskes. 

pg. Nav.thai^ not your way. , , t ;i 

Oth. Hang her, I dpe not fay what (he is - So delicate with her 
n^ed’c, an admirable mufitian ; O Ihe will fing the fauageneffe out 
of a Beare ;offohye andplenteons wit and inuention. 

Jag Shee’s the worfe for all this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con. 
dition. 

lag. I,too gentle. 

Oth. Nay thats certaine,but yet the pitty of it [ago, oh the pitty. 
lag. If you be fo fond oner her iniquity ,giue her patent to offend, 
for if it touches not you,it comes neere no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes, — cuckold me 1 
lag. O.tis foule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 
lag. That's fouler. 

Oth. Get me fome poifon Jago, this night lie not expoftulate with 
her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my mindeagen, this night 
I AgO . 

lag. Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed,euen the bed 
Ihe hath contaminated. 1 ' 

Oth. Good.good,the iudice ofit pleafes, very good. 
la And for Cafsio, let me be his vndertaker : you lhall heare more 
by midnight A T rumpet. 

Enter Lodouico, Dtfdemona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame? 

lag. Some thing from Venice fure ; tis Lodouico 
Come from the Duke,and fee, your wife is with him.. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. W itlh all my heart fir. 

L od. The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 

Oth . I kiffe the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def And What’s the newes good coufen Lodouico 1 
lag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior?-^ 

Welcome to Cyprus.. Led. 
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Lod. I thank e you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio? 
jut. Liuesfir, 

*Z)«/Xoufen, there’s falne between him and my Lord 
An vnkind breach, but you lhall make all well. 

Oth. Are you furc of that? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Thisfaileyou not to doe, as you will. — - 
Lod. He did not call, hec’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def Amoft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
To attone them,for the loue l beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def What,is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou'd him ; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truftme,Iamgladon,t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth , lam glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweet OtbzHo ? 

Oth. Deuil!. 

Def I haue not deferu’dthis, 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleeu'd in Venice. 
Tho I (hould fweare I faw’t : tis very much. 

Make her amends,fhe weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill,Deui!l, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens teares^ 

Each drop file fills,would prouej Crocadile : 

Out of my fight. 

Def I will not ftay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordfhip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftreife. 

Def My Lord. 

.^Oth, What would you with her fir ?j 

1 3 



68 the afMoorc of V enice< 

Lod t WhoJmyLord. ? 

Oth. I, you ■ id wilh that I would make her turtles 
Sir ihe can turneiand turne,andyet goe on, 

And turne againe, and fhc can we< pe fir ^ vveepfi | . r 
And (he’s obedient, as you fay , obedient,, ; u ,-; c ^ u . 

Very obedient* proceed you in your teares. 

Concerning this fir : Q Weil pajpted paCsioq : . 

I am commanded home : — get you a am y, 
lie fend for you anon : “Sir,! obey the mandat, 

And will returne to Venice : -hence, suant, 

Cafsio (hall haue my place } and fir to night 
I doe intreat that we may (up together, 

You are welcome fir to Cyprus,— goates and monkies. 
Led. Is this the noble Moore.whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient «? This the noble nature, 

Whom patfion could not (hake ? Whofe folid vertue. 
The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? 

fag. He is much changed* . 

L ed. Are his wits fa fe ? is he not light of bratne? 
lag. He's that he is, I may not breath my cenfure. 
What he might be,if what he might, he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What,ftrike his wife. 

Jag. Faith that was not fowell ; yet would 1 knew 
That ftroakc would prouethc worft. 

Lod. Isichisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault ? 

Jag- Alas.alass 

It is not honeftv in nit to fpeake 

What 1 h ue feenc and Known? \ you (hall obferue 

And his ownecoutfcs will denote him Go, , 

That i may faue my fpeech : doe but goe after him, 

And marke how he continues. j . 

Lod. I am forry that 1 am decern'd m him. EKtW 

Enur Othello and Emillia. 

Otb . You haue feene nothing then. , - 

L * 1 ’ ‘ 
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Tni Nor euer heard, nor euer did fufpeift. 

Otb Yes, and you haue feene Cafsio and (he together* 

Em But then I faw no harme, and then I heard 
v lC h finable that breath made vp betweene’em. 

0t h What, did thy neuer whi per ? 

Em. Neuer, .my Lord. 

Otb. Nor fend you out o’the way ? 

Eau.Nciier. 

Otb To fetch her father mask, her gloucs, nor nothing 

£j».Neuer,my Lord. 

Oth. That's ftrange. 

Em I durft my Lord, to wager (he is honeft. 

Lav downe my foule at flake s if you thinke other, 
Remoucyour thought, it dorhabufe your bofomc. 

If any wretch ha put this in your head. 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfc, 

For if Ihe be not honeft, chafte,and true, 

There’s no man happy, th; pureft of their wiues. 

Is foule as (lander. Em Emiilia - 

Obt Bid her come hither.goe. 

She (ayes enough, yet (lie’s a (imple bawde, 

That cannot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore, 

A clofet, loeke and key , of villainous fecrets, 

And yet (het’i kneele and pray , T ha feene her do’c 

£«rer'Dtfdertiona and Emiilia, 

De/.My Lord, what is y®ur will? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Dtf What is your pleafure? 

Oth Let me fee your eyes-looke in my face. 

"Ltf. What horrible fancy,s this ? 

Otb Same of your fundtion Miftrifle, 

Leatac procreants alone,anb (hue the dore, 

Coffe, or cry hem, if any body come. 

Tout tnifbry, your mi ftery ; nay dapitch. 

Def. Vpon my knees,What does your fpeech import? 

I vndcrftand a fu;y in your words, . 

■But not the words, 

Oth. vViy,whac art thou? 
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Def. Your wife my Lord.your true.ancUoyall wife. . 

Oth. Come,fwcare it, dam thy felfe. 

Left being likeoneof heauen, the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd j 
Swearc thoa arc honeft. , 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knoiveSjthatthou art falfc as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord,with whom ? how am I falfe ? 

Oth. O Defdemona, a way , away ,a way. 

Def. Alas the heauy day , why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpe&, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him. 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli&ion.had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores, and flumes on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity ,me and my hopes, 

I Ihould haue found in fome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnraouing finger at— oh,oh. 

Yet could I bearethat tpo^w.ell.very well. 

But there, where I haue garnet’d vp my heart, 

Where either I mu ft liue.or beare no life. 

The founraine from the which my currant r unnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difearded thence, 

Or keepe it as a cefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in: tnrne thy complexion there, 
Patience thy young androfe-iip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lordefteemes me honeft. 

Oth. Ol,z$ fummers flies are in the (hambles, 

That quicken euen with blo wing : 

O thou black weed, why art fo louely faire ? 

Thou fmell’ft fofweet,thatthe lenc^ akes at thee. 
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Would thou hadftne’re bin borne. 

Def Alas, what ignorant finne haue I committed? 

Oth. Was this faire paper,this m©ft goodly booke, 

Made to write whore vpon ?• — What committed ? 

Committed ; Oh thoupubiike Commoner; 

1 fhould make very forges of my checkes. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftic, 

Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it, and the Moone winkes; 

The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets. 

Is hufbt within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’t ; — what committed, — impudent (trumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a (trumpet? 

Def No,as I am aChriflian : 

If topreferue this veflell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Oth, What.nota whore? 

Def. No,as I (ball be faued. 

Oth. Ift poffible ? 

Def. O heauen forgiue vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of F'enice, Enter Emiliia. 

That married with O the lie : You miftriffe, 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepcs the gates in hell ; you, you, I,you ; 

We ha done our courfe ; there’s money for your paioes, 

I pray ycu turne the key , and kee pe our counfell. Exit . 

Em. Alas, What does this Gentleman conceiue : 

How doe you Madam ? how doe you my good Lady : 

Def. Faith halfe a fleepe. 

Sm. Good Madam,what’s the matter with my Lord? 

Def. With who? 

Em. Why .with my Lord, Madam* 

Def. Who is thy Lord? 

Em. He that is yours,fwcct Lady. 

Def. i ha none, doe not talke to me EmiHi*, 

• r, T fc 
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I cannot weeps, nor anfwere baud none* ' )' 

But what (hould goc by water : prethee to night 
Lay on my bsdtny weddnglhsets, remember. 

And call thy husbandhithcr. - 

Em. Here i» a change ind ed. Exit. 

Def. Tis meet I fhoiild be vfde fo,very meet. 

How haue I bin behau d, that he mighc ftieke 

The fmaU’.ft opinion on my leaft mifufe. Entering® f 

lag. What is your pkafure Madam? and Emillia. 

How i’ft with you? 

‘E>ef l can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babes. 

Doe it with gentle meaoes,and cafte taskes ; 

He might ha chid roe fo,for in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? > . 

Em. Alas 1 ago, my Lord hathfobewhor d her# >• 

Throwne fuch dcfpite,and heauy tcraies vpon her, 

As true hearts can not beare. ; J ; 

2 'itf. Am I that name fgo? 
lag What name faire Lady? 

Def Such as (he faves my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his dt inkc, 

Gould not haue layed fuch tcacmes vpon his Callct. 
lag Whfdidh: fo. ? 

Dtf. I do . not know, l am fure I am none fuchi 
Jag. Dor not w-cpe,doe not weepe: alas the day. 

Em. Has the forfo :>ke fo many noble matches, 

Her Father, and her Countrey ,and her Friends, 

To b'- cild whore? would it nor tmke one weepe? 

•Dtf. It is my wretched fortune. 

j„g. Beflvew him for it: how comes this tricke vpon him? > 

Def. Nay,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be h.mgd,if(ome e ter nail villains. 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening ft iue, to get fome office, 

Haue not dcuilde this (lander, lie be hang’delfe. 
lag. Fie there is no fuch man it is impofsible. 

Def If any fuch there are town gaidgaftua*. 
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Em- A halter parden him, and hell gnaw his Jboucs i 
Why fbopld he call her whore? who keepesher company? 
What place, what cime,what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome moft villanous knane; 

Some bate notorious knaue,forae feuruy fellow ; 
Ohcauen,that fuch compauionsthoudft vnfold. 

And put in euery honeft hand a whip, 

Tolalhthe rafcall, naked through the world, 

Euen from the eaft to’th weft. 
lag. Speake within dores. 

Em. O fie vpon him ; fome fuch (quire he was, 

That turnd your wit,thc fcamy fide without. 

And made you to fufped me with the Moore. 

Jag. You are a foole,goe to. 

Dtf. O good hgo. 

What (hall 1 doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen, 

I know not how 1 loft him. 

Here I ket tele: 

If ere my will did rrefpaffe ’gain ft his loue. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought, or a&uall deed, 

Or that mine eyes,mineeares,or any fence, 

Delighted them in any other forme { 

Or that I doe not yet,and euer did, 

: And euer will (though he doc (hake me off 
To beggcrly diuorcvment,) loue him detrely : 

Comfort forfweare me; vnkindneffc may doe much, 

And his vnkinduefle may defeat my life# 

But neuer taint my loue, I can not fay whore# 

It dothabhorre me,oow l (peake the word. 

To doc the ad .that might th’addition earne. 

Not the worlds maffe of vanity could make me. 

Jag. I pray you be content, tis buc his humour. 

The bufinette of the State does him offence. 

And he do< $ chide with you . 
n*f. if t'were no other. 
f«g. Tis but fo,I warrant you : 

Hatke how thefe Inftruments fummon youtofupper» 
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The m;ate, great Mongers of Fernet toy* . 

Go; uuandweepe not.ailthtogs'ftullbe well. Exit women , 

How now Roderigo f . o Rodet.go. 

2?^. I do; not find; that thou dealt!: luftfy with me. 

lag. What in the contrary? .. _ ' . . 

Rod Eucry day thou doflftft ;ne, with fotnc dcuttc: lago , and rather, 
as it feetnes to me now,.kec’pft from me all conuemeiicy, then fop. 
plieft me with the lead aduanrage of hope : } will indeed no longer 
mdure it, nor am I yet perfwaded to pat vp tn peace, what already I 

haue foolilh’y fuffered. 

lag.. Will you heare me Roderigo f 
Rod. Sir, I haue heard too much, 

For y our words and performance, 

Are no kin together. 

lag. You charge me moft vnmftly* ^ 

, Rod With nought but trueth: I haue wafted my Wfe cut of 
meancs ; the lewels you haue had from me, to deliuer to ‘Defdemm , 
would half, haue corrupted aVotarift : you haue told me (he hasre- 
ceiu’dem,an i return’d me expectation, and cqmforts.ofFuddamere- 
fpeCl andacqaaintance,but l find notfe. 

lav. Welkeoe to,wcry well. 

R td. Very well, 

well? I fay t’is very fcuruy,andbegin to fin.i my felfe topt in it. 

J ffd. iSy itisnot very well : I will make rav felfe known toVtf- 
dmona'i if the will returne me my Iewcts , I will gme otrer my duite, 
and repent ray vnlawfull follicitaticn, if not, allure your felfe, lie 
feeke fatisfa&ioncfyou. 

'I at. You haue faide now. , . r 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but wh-at I protc-it entendmen 

d ° l j£ Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from tkiJ 
inftanc, doe build on thee a better opinion then euer before! 
giue me thy handc Roderigo : Thou haft taken a g a,nft ^ e ^° in 
iuft conception, but yet. I proteft, I haue dealt troft 
thy affaire. 

Rod. It bath notappeared. . . • . t 

jag. i grant indeed it hath not appear d 1 , and your fufpition is 
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. L . utfkre and iudeement : But Roderigo, if choa haft that within 
Withou j j,aue g rca t er reafon to bekeue now, then euer, I 

thCC valour , this night ftew it ; if thou we 

nexTnight P following cnioyeft not Dcfdemona, take me from this 
" orU ! with treachery ,and deuife engines for my lire. 

W Rod Well ,is it within reafon and compafie ? . . 

j ‘ Sir, there is efpeciall commiflion come from Venice, 

Tn dfoute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 

O fo^Vgo^niito Mauritania, and takes away with him 
The faire De/demona,v nleffe his abode be linger’d 
Hereby fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate, 

As the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you mcane remouing or him ? 

lag! Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's place. 

Knocking out hisbraines. 

niehf with a harlotry, and thither will I go; to him * — he knows not 
?et of his honourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will fafhion to fall out between t we lue and one, you may take 
him at your pleafure : I willbe neereto fccond your attempt.and he 
ih til fall betweenc vs : come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but goe along 
with me, l will (hew youfuch a neccfsity in lus death that you (hall 
thinke your felte bound to put it on him. It is now high lupper time, 
and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Rod. 1 will heare further reafon for this. 

" lag. And you fhallbefatisfted. Exeunt. 

f«i«rOthell6,Defdemona,Lodouico,Emillia s 

and Attendants * 

Led: I doe befcech you fir, trouble your felfe no further . 

Oth. O pardon me,it fhall doe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madam, goodniglic, I humbly thanke your Ladilhip. 

Def. Yo ir Honour is moft welcome. 

Osh. Vf ill you walks fit • — O Defdtmon 
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Def, My Lord. !i 1 

Oih. Get you to bed ©‘the tnlhnt, I will be return'd, forthwith 
difpnch your Attendant thcrcj-^lookc it be done* Extent, 

Def, I will my Lord 

Em. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

Def. He fates he will returne inedminent t 
He hath commanded me to gee to bed, 

And bade me to difmifle you. 

Em. Difirulfcme? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Emilia. 

Giuc me my nightly wearing.and adieu, 

VVe muftnot now difpleafe him. CL 

8m. Would you had neuer feenehim. 

Def. So would not I,my loue doth fo approuehim, 

That euen his ftubbornenefle,his checks and trownes, 

(Prethce vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

8m. I haue laicd thofe Iheets you bad me on the bed. 

De. All’s one,goodfa:her; how foolifh are our mindsi 
If! doe die be fore thee, prethee (hrowdme >v . 

In one of thofe fame fheets, 

Em. Come,cone,youtalke. 

Def My mother had a maid cal’d Barb ary. 

She was in loue, and he flyi loiftl prou’d mad, 

Anddid foria<ke her, 8 k? had a long. of willow. 

An old thing t‘was,but it expieft her fortune, 

And (he died fingihg it, that fong to night 
V V ill not goe from rny mind : 

I haue much to doe j ; *> 

But to goe hang my head all atone fide, and fingit like poor© Bar- 
hary ; prethee dtfpatch. 

Em. shall I goe fetch your night-gowne? I vd- O 
No,vupm mchceTC 
This Ledeaico js a proper man* 

8m, \ v ry hand feme man. 

Def H? tpeakes Well. : y-rr •, n ' • 

Em. I know a Lady in Feme, would haue walk’d barefooted so 
Patefim, for a touch of his neither lip 
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Defdemonay»»^/. 

The poore foule fate pghing by apeamur tree , 
fi/tg aUagrtin Willow, 
fjer hand on her bofome, her head on her knte, 

(inf willow .wtfoW >W>lloW j » 

The f>efh fire antes ran by her, and murmur'd her wants , 
ftng WilloW, WilhW, widow, 

Her fait teares fell from her , which (oft ned the fl ones , 
fng Willow, &c. (Lay bythefe.) 

WilloW.wUlow. 

(Prethee hie thee, he’le comc anon.,) 

Sing all a green vpillow mufi be my garland. 

Let nobody blame bint, his fcornel approue : 

(Nay, that’s not next : harke, who’s that knocks?) 

V Em. T’is the wind?. 

Def. / call’d my loue falfe , but what fayd he t hen ? 
png WilloW, Willow. willow, 

If I court mo women, yeule couch with mo men. 

So, gee thee gon.good night, mineeyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

8m. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def I haue heard it faids fo s O thefe men,thefe men ; 

Doftrhou in confcience chmke (tell me Emillia,) 

Thar there be women doe abufc their husbands 
In fuch groffe kindes I 

8 m. There be fomc fuch, no qaeftion. 

Def Would)! thou doe fuch a ching,ior all the world? 

8m. Why, would not you? 

Def No, by this heaucnU light* 

8m. Nor I neither, by this heauenly light, 

I michtas well doe it i i the dirke. 

Def Would ! thou doe fuc ) a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a g<eat price. 

For a /mail vice. 

D<f. In tro K I thinke thou wouldft not. 

intio;** ithiukelftould, and rndo'c when I had done it* 
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mary I would wot doe fuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or for meafurct 
of Lawne,norfor Gownes, PetticbceSjor Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I fhoutf venture purgat®. 
ry for ir. , , ' ’ 

Def. B lhrew me, if I would doe fuch wrong 
For the whole world. . 

Em, Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'ch world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def. I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozcn,and as many to the vantage,as would ttorc the 
world they played for. 

But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults, 

If wiues doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties, 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in peeuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraii.t vpon vs.; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we haue galles, and though we haue feme grace, 

Y et haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee,and fmcll. 

And haue their pallats both for fweet and (owre. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they change vs for others ? is it fport ? 

I thinke it is ; and doth affection breed it ? 

I thinke it doth j is’t frailty that thuSCtres? 

It is fo too s and haue not we affe&ions ? 

Defires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs well.elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe,their ills inftruft vs fo. 

Def. Good night, good night,heauen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend. Exeunt. 
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Enter la go and Roderigo. 

T TEre ftand behind chisbulke,ftrait will he come, 
vVeare thy good Rapier bare,and put it home, 

Quicke 



■iT ,v 

jo :v. 
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Quicke, quicke, feare nothing, He be at thy elbow $ 

Tc makes vs, or it trtarres vs,thinke of that. 

And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be necre at hand, I may mifearry in’t. 

Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy (land. 

Rod. I haue no great deuotion tothe deed j 
And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

Tis but a man gon : forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young Quae almoft to the fenfe. 

And he growes angry, now, whether he kill Cafsio, 

Or him, or each doe kill the other, 

Eucry" way makes my game ; liu eRoderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large, 

For Gold and Iewells chat I bobd from him, 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not be, if Cafsio doc remaine. 

He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 

May vnfould me ro him ; there Band I in much pertill : 

No, he muft di.e,be’tfo,T heare himeomming. 

Enter Cafsio. 

Rod. I know his gate, tis he 5 rillaine thou dieft. 

Caf That thruft had bin my enemy indeed. 

But that my coate is better then thou know'll ; 

I will make proofs of thine. 

Rod. 0,lamflaine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer , light ho,murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio , lago keepes his word. 

Rod, O villaine that lam. 

Oth. Harke,tis euen fo. 

Caf. O helpe ho,light,a Surgeon. 

Of h. Tis he,0 braue lago, honeft and iuft. 

That hah fuch noble fenfe of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me ; — minion, your deare lies dead, 
p your vnbleft fate hies j ftrumpet I come j 
T ? rt J* °/ m y heart.thofe charmes thine eyes are blotted, 
y bed luft.ftaind,lhall with lufts blood be fpotted. Exit 
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Enter Lodouico And Gratiano. 

Caf. what bo, no watch, no paflage, murder, murder. 

Gra. Tisfome mifchancc,the cry is very direfulU 
Caf. O helpe. Led. Harkc. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones.it is a heauy night; 

Tbefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’t vn(afe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobodv come .then lhall 1 bleed to death. 

Enter lag© with a light. 

Lod. Harke. .... , 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his {hirt.with lights and weapons* 
lag. Who’s there ? whofe noife is this that cries on murder ? 
Lod. 1 doe not know. 

lug. Did not you heare a cry ? j 

Caf. Here 3 here,tor heauei.s lake helpe me. 

Jag. Whats the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello s Antient.as l take it. 

Lod. The lame indeed. a very valiant fellow. 

Jag. What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? 

Caf. I«go,Q I am (poll’d, vndonc by villaines, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

lag. O me.Leiutenanr.what villaines haue don this?- 
Caf. I thinke the one of them is here about, 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous yiltainess. 

What are you there ? come in and giue iome helpe. 



Rod. O belpe me here. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

tf g . O musderous flaue O villaine. Thrufls htm tn. 

Rod. O dambd Ugo , O inhumainedog,— o.o.o. 
lag. Kill men i’the dark? ? where be thofe bloody theeues ? 
How filent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder : 

What may you be ? are you of good or euill ? 

Lod. As you (hall prooiie v^praife vs. 
lag. Seignior Lodouico. 

Lod. He fir. . 

lag. I cry you mercy ; here’s Caftto hurt by viUaines. 
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Graf Cafsio. 

Uf , How is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. , . 

U. Mary heauen forbid: _ 

T ieht Gcntlemen.Ik bind it with my fhtrt. 

Ll ° Enter Bianca. 

%a. W hat is the matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? 
lac. Who i’ft chat cried? 

r Sia. O my deare Cafsio , O my fweet Cafsio, (- afsie, Caftto. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio , may youfufped 
Who they Ihould be that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. f , _ . 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you. 
lag' Lend me a garter, fo ; —oh for a chaire to beare him eafily 



hence. _ _ ... ^ r . 

Ria. Mas he faints ; O C«f Si0 > C*f st0 >C a f st0 ' 

lag. Gentlemen all, I doe fufpeft thisTralh 
To beare a part in this iniurie j patience a while good Caftto i 
Come, come, lend me a light : 

Know wee this face.or no ? 

Alas my friend.and my deare countrey mart : 

Roderigo ? no, yesfure j yes.tis Rederigo. 

Gra. What,of Venice ? 

lag. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

la. Seignior Gratiano, \cty you gentle pardons 
Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners: 

That fo neglt&ed you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. How doe you Cafsio 1 0» a chaire, a chaire* 

Gra. Roderigo ? 

lag. He.tis he : O that’s well faid.a chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 

lie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftrifle, 

Saue you your labour.he that lies flaine bere,(C afsio,') 

Was ray dearc friend ; what malice Was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe 1 know the man. 
lag, What,lookc you pale ? O beare him out o’che akc* 

La ' Stay 
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Stay you good Gentlewoman,!© oke you pale miftrifle ? 
Doe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye ? 

Nay,an you ftirre.we (hall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you, looks vpon her. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen? nay guiltinefle 
Will fpeake,though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Emi. 
Em. 'Las what’s the marter ? wliat’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo. and fellowes that are fcap’r, 

Hee’s almoft fhine,and Roderigo dead. 

Em, Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio. 
lag. This is the fruice of whoring ; prithee Emillia t 
Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt to night : 

What,doe you fhake at that ? 

Tia. He fupt at my hQufe,bup I therefore, fhake nor.. 

Jag. O did he fo,I chargc you goe with me. 

Em. Fie vpon thee ftrumpet, 

r Bia. I am no ftrumpet,but of life as honeft, 

As you, that thus abufe me. 

Em. As 1 5 now fie vpon thee. 

lag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsio dreft 5 
Come miftreffe,you muft tell s another tale. 

EmillUy runne you to the Cittaddl, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you goe on ? I pray : This is the night. 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

... Exeunt. 

Enter O thello with a lighted Defdemona fj? her bed. 
Oth. Itisthecaufe,itisthccaufe } myfouIej 
Let me not name it to you. you chafte ftarres : 

It is the caufc,yec 1 lenot.ihed her blood, 

Norfcarre that whiter skin of hers then fnow. 

And fmooth as monumentall alablafter 5 
Yet (he muft dye,elfe fhee’ll betray thorc men. 

Put out the light, ind then put out the light ; 

If I quench thee.thou flaming minifter, 

I can againe thy former light rcftorc. 

Should I recent me; but ohee put oaf thine. 
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Thou cunningfi patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine : when I haue pluck t the rofe, 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe. 

It muft needs wither ; He fmell it on the tree 5 kfffes htr. 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breake her fword : one more ; 

Be thus when thou art dead,and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after : one more, and this the laft : 

So fweet was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe. 

But they are cruell tearcs : this forrow’s heauenly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : fhe wakes. 

Def. Who’s there? Othello ? 

Oth. I, Defdcmom. 

Def Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to night ,DeJdemona? 

Def. 1 my Lord. 

Oth. If y ou bethinke your felfe of any crime, 

Vnreconcil’d as y et to heauen and grace, 

Solicitcfor it ftraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what doe you meane by that ? 

Oth r Well, doe it, and be briefe,I will walkeby, 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit. 

No, heauen fore- fend, I would not kill thy foule. 

Def Talkeyouof killing? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Def. Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def. U you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def And yet I feare you, for y ’are fatall then. 

When your eyes roulc fo: why I fliould feare,I know not, 

Since guiltinefle I know not,but yet I feclc I feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def They are loues I beare to you. 

Oth, And for that thou dieft. 

Def. That deache’s vnnaturall,that kills for louiflg ; 

*Ias,why knaw you fo your neathcr lip : 

L 3 v Some 
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Some bloody paflion (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be ftill. , 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkerehiefe which l fo lou’d.and gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft co Cafto. 

‘Def. No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweet foule take heed, take heed of penury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes.prefently J 
Therefore confeflethee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue,norchoake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue nacrcy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too s , ... 

I neuer did offend you in my life, — neuer lou d Cajsio, 

But with fuch generall warranty ofheauen. 

As I might louc ; I neuer gaue him token. # 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerehiefe m his hand . 

0 periur’d '*’oman,thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a ftcrifice $ 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him,fend for him hither. 

Let himeonfeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has confeif. 

Def What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hath — vfaethee. 

‘Def. How,vnhwful!y? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

No, his mouth is ftop’d. 
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woneft hath tanc ordcr 
” Def. My * eare > nrcr P rets then,— what is he dead r 

Oth had all his haires bin lines, 

Mv ereat reuenge had fiomacke forem all. 

W Alas he is b.etraid,and I vndonc, 

Oth. O ftrumpet, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 

Def O bannifh me my Lord,butkillme not. 

Oth D«wne ftrumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me hue to night. 

Oth. Nay, an you ftriue. 

Def But halfe an hour e. 

Oth. Being don, there is no paufe. 

Der. But while I fay one prayer. hejufleshen 

Oth. Tis to late. Emilliaw^ ^»». 

£m My Lord,my Lord,what hoe, my Lord,my Lord. 

Oth. What voyce is this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 

I that am cruel warn yet mercifull, . 

I would not haue thee linger in thy pamej lo,lo # , 

Dm. What ho,myLord,my Lord. 

O th. Who’s there? 

Dm. O good my Lord,I*de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Yes.tis Emilha, by and by : fhee 1 * deads 
Tis like {he comes to fpeake of Cnfsios death j 
The noyfe was heere j hafro more mouing, 

Still as the graue : fhall (he come in ? wei *c good ? 

I thinke fhe llirrcs againe j no.what’s the beft ? 

If (he come in,fhe’!e Cure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wife, what wife ? I ha no Wife s 
O infupportable ; O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it (hould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawoear alteration. 

Dm. 1 do beftech you I may fpeake withyou,— O good my Lord, 

Oth. 1 had forgotten thee ; come in EmtUt* s < # 

Sofc,by and by t, let me the curtaines draw. Enter Emillia. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now? 

Em. O my good Lord,y ottdei’5 foule murders done. 

Oth. What? now? „ 

Em. 
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Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth, It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neere the earth then (he was wont. 
And makes men mad. 

Em . Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a young Venetian, 
Card Roderigo. 

Oth, Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder's out of tune, 
And fweet reuenge growes har(h. 

Def U falfly.falfly murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth, That, what? 

Em. Out and alas.it was my Ladies voyce, 
HeIpe,hclpe,hohclpe ,0 Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet Defdemona, O fweet miftreffe fpeake. 

Def. A guiltlcffe death I d ie . 

Em, O who has done this deed ? 

Def. Nobody ,1 ray felfe, farewell : 

Commend me to my kinde Lord ,0 farewell. Jhe di 

Oth. Why how fhould (he be murdered? 

Em. Alas, who knowes ? 

Oth. Y ou heard her fay , her felfe, it was not I. 

Em She fayd fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning hell, 

T’was I that kild her. 

Em. 0 ,the more Angell (he. 

And you the blacker dcuill. 

Oth . She turn’d to folly, and (he was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a dcuill. 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Em. Thou art rafh as five. 

To fay that (he was falfe : O (he was heaucnly true. 

Oth, C*/i»odidtopher,aske thy husbandelfc, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 
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Qth I with Cafsio : nay, had (he bin true, 

Tf heauen would make me fuch another world, 

Ofone intire and perfeft Crifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth . I, twas he that told me firft j 
An honeft man he is, and bates the flim£ 

That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

0 th. What needs this iteration? woman,! fay thy husband* 

Em. Oh Miftres,villany hath made naockes with louc s 
My husband fay that (he was falfe? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; doft vnderftand the word/ 
My friend, thy husband, honcft.honeft logo. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernitious foule 
Rot halfc a graine a day ; he lies to’th heart. 

She was too fond of her raoft filthy bargaine. 

Oth . Ha? 

Sm. Doc thy worft ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you Were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme. 

As 1 haue to be hurt : O gull ,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as durt ; thou haft done a deed — - 
I care not for thy fword.Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,hdpc ,0 helpe j 
The Moore has kild my Miftreffe, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano, Gragancio,Iago,*«<f others, 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em 0 ,are you come Iago ? you haue done well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

£ m. Difprooue this villaine, if thou bee’ft a man j 
nc lay cs thou told ft him that his wife was falfe 5 

M I 
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I know thou diftnot,thou srt qot fucha villaitie'i 

$ peske/or my heart is full/ ' ?'-?! t * '? - ‘ i ' ^ 

I tol .1 him wha^TthdO'lh^an^t^dNb'fflorc, 

Then What he found hthrrfe'Fe was apt and ti ue. 

Em. But did you euer tell himfhe Was falfe ? 
jag. i did. 

E n. You told a lie, an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my foule a lie, a wicked lie.: 

She falfe with Cafsio ; didyotffajr 7;^ ; 

Ug. withers miftrelTe ; goto. charmtey^ur tongue.' 

£tn, l w.ill not charms my tongue,! am bound to fpsake^ 

My Miftrc tfc here lies murdered in her bed. 

AS. Ohheauen^foreferia?" 1 ^/ 

Em. And your reports hauc fet the murderer o 
Otb. l^ayfftiVendc rnafera;ft is true indeed. 
g?a. Tis a itrange truth. 
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Em. VilIany,vi\lan>»,viHany i jr'7 ^ , , 

Ithinke vpon’t, I thinke;¥ft££lf* viliimpr Jl 
I thought fo then ; lie kill my felfe for griefe, 

0 villany.villany. ' J1 ' 

lag. What arc you n»id? t charge yba get you home. 

Em. Good Gentlemen let me haueleaue to fpeake; ( 

Tis proper I obey him ,but riot now : 

Perhaps hgetfL Will ne’regoehome. 

Otb, Oh, oh, oh. . Oth. falls on the bed. 

£m. Nay , lay thee downe,atkJ fbate,' f n 

For thou haft kild the fv^et^ftinhoeen^ -• ;;; 

That ere did lift vp eydL^d < . ! X 

Oth. O (he wa»fo«!ti# : ' bin.,- C*- • '• 1 •'* ' r ,1 

1 fcarce did know you V ncie.therc lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed-Jlfeiebaridshatie h6wly ftopf j : - -' r rt ,. - 

1 know this aft (hSwej terrible toil grim*-: " •] : f! ,.. "'7, 

Gr. P oore C D efdimofM , I am g'adthy father’s dead. 

Thy match was asortall toH1m } and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread in twaine : did he lifoe now, 

This light woufdmake himdoeadefperate tume 5 

Yca.curfc his better Angell from his fide, ” : • — ; - ‘ , 3 

f - - M * - 
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AndftUtoreprobation^ortf;,, 

Otb. mid ilia * . 

That foe with Cafstt^ tfc+Mtotmc _ mnikfcaM 

Ath^ufand times committed; Cafsio cpnfcfciti , /;0u , & i .0 ,0 
And (he didgratifie his amorous wpffe v VJ ; q'n.xv ^nuq yttma 30S 
With that rccognnancc an4 a ouodb uotfl vr! /v 3- 

Which 1 firft g^e her ; I faw it m his hand ; j., ; " :i „ i 

It was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 
My Father gaue myMother. 

Em. O heJotfljO bcaueply ; eibHaai hi sib 

Jag. Come, hold s^njb'uoL /ft, fit, *(:>!% v srft .31O0M 

£». T**<«^<W>|Win^g^ v „ w. o? 

I| e beinlpeaking,lt^raltasth e n ? r^i ib! 

lcthcaueo,and ix«u »uti! I i.O 

All,all cry flame b»«Uat at 

k- Bewite^getykiteqf, 

I found by fortune, and dKrgiueui}vbus,bandi , j 
For often with a folemne earnettnt fle, , ' 

(More then indeed belong d to fuch,a trifle,). , a .4,0 

He beg'Jof me to fteale it. 1. , , U ),yr S j; t,: , ,, 

lag. Villainous whore. f r 

^ She gaue it Caf to ? no^las I foundji^ „ . ; . - 
And I did glut my husband. a01 . ; |, £r ., n . 

Yam 1C. I^L * 1 ' 1 ' ' ' - 1 ^ V 4 



1 : 31 W 3£fl 
ibsrn suwj 



pdthjthouiun. .tEwf) jtid juo'^z amil.virtawi n 

Sm. By heaueu I doe not, T doe not Gentlemen, . 

0 murderous Cox combe / what fliould fuclia foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 



Oil'll 



T ht Mmt ruth w Isgp^T^o.^'£* W$, . 

'P‘b- Arc there no (tones in hqueri, . , . , 

w!at femes for the thunder } perr.Itious villaine. 
pra. The woman falls, furphe has kildhis wife, 

T >'.0 lay me by ,my miiirtffy fide. Exit lago. 

vui^Tl J 1S a n PtQtious vmame.taleityqur weapon, "... 

Whichlhaue here rewuew from the Mootos v . : 

‘ T Come, 
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gp The Tragedy of Othello 

Comc.cuardthe doore without, let him not pafle. 

But kill him rather ; He after that I fame villainy 

For tis a damned flaue. _ E*« Mont. *td Gratianc. 

Otb. I am not valiant neither, 

But euery puny whipftet gets myfword: 

But why flbould honour out-liue honeity t 
Letitgoeail. 

Sm. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan,^ 

And die inmuficke 5 WiUow, Willow, vniow. 

Moore, flic was chaft.fhe lou’d thee crnell Moore, 

So come my foule to bliffe,a$ I fpeake true ; 

Sofpeakingas l thinke,I die, I die. fhedset. 

O tlo. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is afword of Spaine, the I febrookes temper : 

O here it is ; Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. Wtthm. 

Gra. If thouattempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Oik Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

O tb. Behold,I haue a weapon, 

A better neucr did it felfe fullaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh s 1 haue feene the dajr, 

That with this little arme.and this good fword, 

I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your, ftopt : but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controule his fate ? tis not fonoW^ 

Be not a ffraid ,though you doe fee me weapon’d j 

Here is my iournies end, here is my butte, r 

The very Sea-marke of rriy vtmoft faile. 

Doe you goe backe difmaid ? tis a loft feare, j 

Man but a rufh againft Othello's breaft. 

And he retires. Where ftiou’d OtbeUo goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftat’d wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke ; when we fliall meet at compf. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from hcaucn ? 
And fiends will fnatch at it : cold,cold,my girlc, 
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Eoen like thy chaftity s O curfed flaoe : 
WbiP me y° u< k u ^ 5 ’ „ « 

From the pofleflion of this heauenly fight, 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in ful phurc, 

Wa(b me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fire: 
o Difdemonapofdemom; dead ,0,0,0. 

Enter Lodou ico, Montano,<«;W tfficers t 
Cafiio in a chair e 

tod. Where is this rafh and moft inforrunate man ? 
Otb. That’s he that was Or Mo, here I am. 

Lod. Where is that V iper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Otb. I looke downe towards his feet, but that*s a fable, 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Ltd. Wrench his fword from him. 

Lg. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Otb. I am not forry neither,I’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfe tis happinefle to dye. 

Lod. O thou OtbcUo,thii wert once fo good> 

Falne in the pra&ife of a damned flaue. 

What (hould be faid to thee ? 

Otb. Why.any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy 8 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death ? 

Otb. I. 

Ca. Deare Generali, I did neuer gme you caufe. 

Otb. I doe beleeue it.and I aske you pardon 5 
_^^Will you I pray ,demaund that demy deuill. 

Why be hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, wbat you know you know ; 
From this time forth I neuer will (pcake word. 

Lod . What,not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Otb. Well, thou doeft belt. 

Lod. Sir,you (ball vnderftand what hathbefalne, 
Vfhicb^as I think y ou know not : here is a letter. 
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Found in the pocket of the fhine Rodcrigo ; 

And liere another * the one of them imparts 
The death of Caff to, to be vndercooke by Roderigo. 

Oth. O villairtc. • i . .;: - i: u 

Caf. Mod heathem(h 3 ani mod groffe. 

Led. Nowheres another difcontenced piper* 
Found in his pocket too,and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to hiue fentthis damned villaine, 

But that belike, Iago in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfied him. 

Oth, O the pernitious catiefFc c v; 

Hosv came you Caf to by a handkerchiefs 
That was my wifes ? . oh adc 

Caf. I found it in my chamber ; 

And he himfelfe confed it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofe, 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O fooIe,foole,foole. 

Caf. There is befidesin Roderigoeskttct, 

How he obraidcs Iago, that he made him 
Braue me vpen the watch whereon it came, 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he t'pake. 

After long feeming dead, Iago hurt him % 

/<*£*ferhimon. 

Led Y ou mu ft forfake this roome,and goe with vs, 
Y our power and your command istakeneft, 

And Caff to rules in Cyprus : For this flaue, 

3 f there be any cuuoiog crudpy , . 

That can torment, him tnucMud hold him long, j 
It flnll be his s You (liall dole prifone* reft, ... . 

Til! that the nature of your fault Be knowne 
To the Vtnman State ; comejhr^g Bim away. 

Oth . Soft y ou.a word or two before you goe ; 

I haoe dene the State Come feruice,and tpey know t : 
No more of tliat : 1 pray you in your letters. 

When you fhall thefe vnlucky deeds relate, 
speake of me assart ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fee downc ought in malice : then you maL 
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Ofone that lou’d not wifely,but too well i 
Of one not eafily icalous.but being wrought,, 

Pernlext in the extreame : of one whole hand. 

Like the bafe Indtan , threw a pearie away. 

Richer the nail his Tribe : of one whofe inbdued eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drop teares,as fail as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinall gam : Set you downe this j 
And fay befides.that in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a Turband Turke , 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State ; 

I tooke bi’th throate the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. He /tabs himfelfe. 

Lod. O bloody period. 

Gra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kid thee ere lkild thee, no way but this. 
Killing my fe‘fe,to dye vpon a kiffe. He dies. 

Caf This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon^ 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartane dog r 
More fell then anguifli,hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the trag'cke lodging of this bed, 

This is thy worke ; the obied poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Grattan* yeepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the f ortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernour, 
Rem tines the cenfureof this hellifh villaine. 

The time,the place,the torture ; O enforce it. 

My felfc will Unit aboord,and to the State, 

This heauy ad with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt ernes* 
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